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The voices of the air no longer do they care. 
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Chapter One 


Before the revolution of 1789, the farmers of Colville 
went about (as they had done for centuries) raising cattle 
and clearing the forest to make way for their farmhouses 
of grey stone. Skirting those dwellings was a pine forest 
whose crisp aroma contrasted with the stench of cow 
manure. Life in that village seemed to the passing 
travellers unremarkable-even monotonous. Yet if they 
were to stay a while longer, they would see the villagers’ 
practice of hanging garlands of garlic around the doors and 
windows of the farmhouses. 

God forbid if the traveller were to leave after dark, the 
farmers, with a look of fear, would say, ‘Here, take this....’ 

They would place a bulb of garlic in the traveller’s 


pocket. The farmers would bless themselves and say, 
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‘Don’t go into the forest.” They would whisper in his ear, 
“That’s where the Bloofer Man lives.’ 

The farmers would bless themselves again, after 
which the doors would be slammed and bolted shut. 

Of course, the sceptical traveller would take no 
notice, but he would instead laugh, tossing the pungent 
garlic away as he entered the forest. Edging closer, he 
would see the mist like a nebulous stream descend from 
the mountain range, gathering at a graveyard. If he had any 
sense, he would go no further. However, like so many 
others, once he heard the Bloofer Man’s voice, there was 
no escape... The following morning, the farmers would (as 
often happened) come across the traveller slumped over a 
headstone. When they rolled him over and stared into his 
eyes, inflamed with ecstasy—with terror, they knew the 
Bloofer Man had claimed him. 

While the farmers secreted the corpse away, their 
children (on the other side of the village) played amongst 
the haystacks hide-and-seek, except for the forlorn 


Christophe Blondin, who, at twelve, had given up such 
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pastimes to do chores and care for his mother, Elyse. By 
sacrificing his childhood, Christophe had given up any 
hopes he may have had to escape from Colville. Although 
he could not leave, during his free time the child would 
read the novels that lined his mother’s bookcase. In those 
books, he discovered the outside world was a veritable 
cornucopia of adventure, where princes rescued damsels 
from fire-breathing dragons. At bedtime, Christophe 
would fold his hands in prayer, asking for the speedy 
recovery of Elyse but also for an angel to rescue him from 
the never-ending housework that she expected of him. Yet, 
to the boy’s chagrin, they remained unanswered. 

Since his father’s disappearance, Elyse had (as it 
seemed to the boy) sunk under the ocean of melancholia, 
for her auburn locks were dusted in grey. Christophe tried 
to nullify the woman’s distress with a kind word or deed, 
yet her coldness spurned the child, causing him to flounder 
in the same melancholic ocean. The boy appeared to the 
world unaffected. Yet was he kidding himself? One thing 


was for sure: Christophe was resentful at surrendering his 
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childhood to care for the woman he loved and, was 
ashamed to admit, disliked. 

On beautiful days like this, Christophe begrudged her 
more because as he (with wet cloth in hand) washed the 
dirty windows, he saw with envy the children threading 
their way around the haystacks. He poked his head out 
from his bedroom window and gestured for them to wait. 
But they walked away, mocking him with their taunts, “the 
Bloofer Man has got your daddy.’ They pulled faces. 
“You'll be next.’ As the children scattered, Christophe’s 
eyes followed them with wrath. He froze when he heard 
his mother staggering towards the kitchen, after a 
protracted silence she said: 

‘Christophe! Where are you?’ His reticence rattled 
the woman. ‘Damn you, boy....’ Then she hollered in 
anguish. ‘Come here...’ 

Daring not to upset her further, he dashed, almost 
tripping on the carpet’s run, down the stairs. Her face was 
a worn moonstone, so he lowered his gaze and said: 

“What, mummy?’ 
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‘Must I always tell you to feed the animals?’ 

‘I-I forgot....’ 

‘Monsieur Toussaint is expecting you to feed them.’ 

‘I-I forgot.’ Tears welled up in his eyes. 

‘Look, I’m sorry. Come here...’ Elyse outstretched 
her arms, but the boy stood his ground. ‘After your father’s 
disappearance, we’ve been drowning in debt... Come 
here...” Moved by her despair, Christophe hugged her. 
‘Monsieur Toussaint has helped us.... When others would 
prefer that we starve.’ 

‘I hate being poor.’ 

‘Life isn’t fair for us....’ 

‘I don’t care, mummy. I want to play games like the 
other children.’ He fixed his gaze on the window leading 
to the outside world. ‘Ill leave. And—and you’ll have 
nobody.’ 

‘Don’t say that....” She sobbed. “You won’t abandon 
me as your father has done.’ 

Unlike the other children who cowered like puppies 


whenever their parents told the Bloofer Man’s story, 
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Christophe asked a barrage of questions to his mother’s 
alarm, for his mind needed to be filled with facts. 

“What’s the Bloofer Man?’ 

She looked at him with a nervous glint in her eyes. 

‘Mummy, has anyone seen him?’ 

It seemed to Christophe that she dared not look him 
in the eyes for fear of betraying closely guarded secrets. 

‘Did the Bloofer Man kill daddy?’ 

‘No!’ 

He moved away, looking at her with scepticism. 

Elyse snickered, “Christophe, the Bloofer Man didn’t 
kill your father....” She cut him off as he was about to 
speak. ‘It’s a stupid story to scare children. Help me to my 
room...’ she held out her hand. ‘I feel a dizzy spell coming 
on.’ 

“Where is daddy?’ 

‘I wish to God I knew....’ Breathless, she leant 
against the doorframe. ‘Hurry... fetch my smelling salts.’ 

He dashed up to her bedroom, jerking the door open. 
This had been the first time in years that Christophe could 
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enter her sanctum. A small table with a mirror was in the 
corner; hanging above was a portrait of his father, Maurice. 
He studied it, comparing their features. They had the same 
hazel eyes, the same auburn hair and pallid complexion. 
The difference (apart from age) was a scar on his father’s 
cheek. The enchantment the picture had generated was 
broken when Elyse shouted: 

‘Christophe! Christophe!’ 

He skimmed through the room’s_ contents, 
overturning piles of letters and clothes that lay strewn on 
the blue divan, where he saw on its armrest, shimmering 
like an emerald in the shaft of morning sunlight, the 
smelling salts bottle. Christophe snatched it, scurrying out 
of the room and down the stairs into the kitchen, where he 
saw his mother slumped beside the fireplace. 

He shook her. ‘Mummy! Mummy!’ There was no 
response, causing the child to wail. ‘I’m sorry. I’m sorry 
for being selfish.’ 

Quickly, he opened the emerald bottle, placing it 


under her nose. Christophe waited for what seemed an 
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eternity for its stimulating effects to work, and then, to his 
relief, the woman awakened. He kissed her cheek. 

‘Promise you'll never leave me....’ The boy nodded, 
causing Elyse to sigh with relief. ‘Help me to my room.’ 
Christophe pulled her off the ground with all his might, 
guiding her up the stairs towards her bedroom. Elyse 
slumped onto the bed and said, ‘Don’t believe what the 
villagers say about the Bloofer Man killing your father.’ 
She paused, ‘It’s all make-believe...” she caressed 
Christophe’s face, drifting into unconsciousness as she 
said in a muffled voice, ‘It’s all....’ 

He retreated, closing the door behind him. And as 
Christophe staggered down the stairs, the germ of 
curiosity, which until then had laid dormant, infected his 
consciousness. Why was Elyse reluctant to tell the Bloofer 
Man’s story? Why was it that the villagers avoided him and 
his mother? Rather than shying away, the child walked into 
the village, hoping to discover the truth. The children, who 
had previously mocked him, were summoned back inside 


by their stony-faced mothers. Even their pet dogs dashed 
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back to the hay-scented barns. Colville was readying itself 
for a confrontation of which the boy was becoming aware 
as he drew closer. The stillness was punctuated with the 
bangs of doors and windows slamming shut. 

From his kitchen window, Gérard Toussaint saw 
Christophe stride past, but rather than stop as he often did 
to say ‘hello,’ the child continued onwards. The man (as 
he later confessed to the boy) was afraid Christophe had 
broken a rule, which had kept the peace in Colville, that 
Elyse and her son were barred from interacting with the 
villagers. Gérard was in trouble with the farmers for 
helping the Blondin family, that if he were to intercede 
again, then an avalanche of animosity would bury them 
and him. As Monsieur Toussaint watched, he saw with 
dread Christophe edging closer to a group of men. Without 
thinking, Gérard sprinted after him, but it was too late by 
the time he arrived, so he watched, preparing to swoop the 


child from danger. 


Underneath a silver birch, Christophe saw five older 
men gathered around a table playing Brusquembille’. 
When they saw Christophe approaching, they put their 
cards on the table. 

‘Shoo, you spawn of the devil,’ said a brown bearded 
man. 

To the men’s surprise, the child continued towards 
them, which provoked the bearded man to pick up a stone. 
The child was unfazed; however, Gérard fearing the worse 
drew closer. 

He threw it at the child. ‘Shoo, devil’s spawn.’ 

It hit Christophe’s head, causing the child to fall back 
into Monsieur Toussaint’s arms. Blood streamed down the 
child’s temple, provoking Gérard to snap: 

‘You’ve hurt this innocent child,’ he hesitated, 
gathering the wounded boy in his arms, after which he 
flashed a furious gaze. ‘You could have killed him. Damn 


you, you old whoreson.’ 


' A French card game. 
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‘Innocent?’ He and the other men laughed. ‘Gérard, 
don’t be fooled by Elyse and her spawn. Unlike the rest of 
us, she doesn’t hang garlic around her place.’ 

‘Neither do I....’ 

‘Well, the Bloofer Man may give you a visit... Elyse 
is rumoured to be the devil’s strumpet.’ He pointed his 
wrinkled hand at Christophe. ‘Be forewarned, that boy is 
the devil’s spurious issue.’ As Gérard retreated with the 
unconscious boy, the older man pulled out a knife. 

‘If he and his strumpet for a mother come near my 


family,’ his face was a red tomato, ‘I'll slit their throats.’ 
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Through the gap in the curtains, moonlight 
illuminated the bedroom in which Christophe slept. While 
the boy recovered, Gérard recounted the severity of what 
had happened to Elyse, who fainted. Monsieur Toussaint 
caught the wilting woman, placing her on the chair, after 


which he put the smelling salts under her nose, whose acrid 


aroma caused her to gasp and say, “Gérard, why would he 
go into the village?’ 

He looked at her with a dumbfounded expression. For 
a moment, they were silent before an epiphany struck the 
woman whose voice vacillated as she said, ‘Christophe’s 
been asking about his father,’ she paused, ‘and the Bloofer 
Man.’ 

“What did you say?’ 

“The truth...’ 

Gérard looked at her critically. ‘Which is?’ 

“That Maurice abandoned his family....’ 

“What did you say about the Bloofer Man?’ 

‘Well, the facts.’ She thought of what to say. 
‘Christophe isn’t as gullible as the villagers.’ 

‘Don’t you see they suspect us...?’ 

‘How could they?’ 

“You and I don’t use garlic to ward off....’ 

‘A non-existent vampire...’ 

‘They think my nightly visits here are those of the 
Bloofer Man....’ 
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‘To the world, I’m married to Maurice....’ She 
reached out, drawing him close. ‘If we wait a few years, 
then Maurice will be declared dead....’ 

The sound of lively banter that emanated from 
downstairs roused Christophe, who was curious to 
discover what they were, and so he crept down the stairs, 
where he saw, to his horror, Elyse kissing Gérard. 

‘How could you? How could you betray daddy?’ 
asked the child, whose fury flashed at them. 

Without giving them time to reply, Christophe dashed 
out of the farmhouse into the moonlit night, where he 
snaked along the path until the pain of fatigue stung his 
legs. Tears welled up before flooding the earth. No longer 
was Christophe naive, for the boy had been edified by 
Elyse’s betrayal that no amount of repression could 


expunge those images from his mind. 


What was he to do? Go home or continue onwards? 
Christophe could not unsee what he saw or undo what he 


had done. Rather than returning, the boy continued along 
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the moonlit path, which led away from the village and into 
the forest, whose presence foretold of danger for those 
(like the naive child) who were to enter it. Christophe 
froze, for he sensed a spirit shadowing behind. He turned 
around. There was nothing. Yet, Christophe had been sure 
something was lurking in the background, watching him. 
The hairs on his neck stood erect. As he heard the tread of 
footsteps, his heart raced like a cheetah. He looked 
around—there was no one—except an irrational dread. 

Christophe pricked up his ears because he heard a 
voice whispering to him. So ethereal was the sound that the 
boy concluded it must be that of an angel. Even if he 
wanted to, Christophe could not resist, so he continued to 
the graveyard in a somnambulistic trance, where he saw a 
tall figure leaning against a headstone. The stranger’s blue 
eyes beckoned the lad to come closer. Instead of being 
afraid, the otherworldly beauty of the figure captivated 
Christophe, for, in the moonlight, he could discern the 
angel’s features, a mop of black hair, a pallid complexion, 
and plump red lips, causing the boy to gasp: 
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‘Are you an angel?’ 

‘Alas, no,’ snickered the creature, whose pointed 
teeth protruded from his upper lip. 

“What are you?’ he hesitated, and then his voice 
vacillated as he asked, ‘Are you the Bloofer Man?’ 

‘I’m whatever you want me to be.’ His icy hand 
caressed Christophe’s cheek. ‘Surrender to death’s kiss.’ 

Instead of resisting like his other victims, the lad 
surrendered, which surprised the animal. 

‘Aren’t you afraid?’ The boy shook his head. ‘You 
will be....” The creature was inches away, exposing his 
pointed teeth, and from this proximity, the boy could smell 
his musky fragrance. 

“You remind me of someone I knew long ago,’ said 
the creature, who pushed the lad away. His blue eyes 
narrowed, focusing their gaze on Christophe. ‘You’ve got 
his hazel eyes...’ he paused and lamented, ‘“You’ve got his 
auburn hair.’ Again, he pushed the boy away and said, ‘Go, 


before I change my mind....’ 


With lightning bolt speed, the animal dashed into the 
forest, leaving the lad bewildered. And as Christophe rose 
from the ground, he heard another man’s voice in the 
graveyard, who said in a harsh voice, ‘I’ve caught you, you 
devil’s spawn....’ 

The boy was silent, for he recognised the old man’s 
voice. Fearful, Christophe cowered behind a headstone, for 
he saw the glint of a knife that the man held in his hand. 

‘Who were you talking to?’ The child dared not utter 
a word, which infuriated the man. ‘Answer me...’ he 
hesitated, then said with a chuckle, ‘Or I’ Il slit your throat.’ 

There was a rustle of the pines, followed by 
something moving with great speed, like a gust of wind, 
knocked over the old man, who stumbled to his feet, 
brandishing his knife as he said, 

“What the hell?’ 

Without warning, the creature knocked the weapon 
from his hand, which caused the bearded man to 
dissimulate his fear by saying in a nonchalant voice, ‘Is 


that the best you can do?’ 
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As acat toys with a mouse before killing it, the animal 
chuckled, ‘Don’t play me for a fool, old man,’ he paused, 
“You reek of fear.’ 

The man snatched the knife off the ground, waving it 
about as he asked, ‘Are you the Bloofer Man?’ 

The creature edged closer, causing the man to flinch, 
for, in the moonlight, he could make out its globe red eyes 
leering at him. 

Then the creature leapt onto his back, and while the 
man, like a bucking bull, tried to throw him off, the beast 
tore into the man’s flesh. To Christophe’s disbelief, the 
animal was enlivened each time it sank its teeth into the 
man’s neck. Exhausted, the bearded man slumped to the 
ground, inviting the animal to whet its appetite for blood. 
Once the man was drained, the creature snapped his neck 
like a twig. 

“When you’ve grown up,’ he smiled at the boy as his 
bloodstained lips mouthed the words, ‘Ill return for you.’ 

The animal’s eyes glowed red, which had a soporific 


effect on the lad who slumped against the headstone, 
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sinking under the waves of unconsciousness, as it said, 
“You'll forget all that happened this night.’ 

Once Christophe was asleep, the creature fled into the 
forest, whose tips were fringed by a necklace of early 
morning light. And as the sun crept over the horizon, 
licking the landscape with its fiery tongue, the slumbering 
boy was unaware of the approaching tread of the farmers, 
who blessed themselves as they gathered around him. 
Christophe was untouched, unlike the Bloofer Man’s other 
victim, who lay crumpled against a headstone with 
congealed blood down his neck. 

Puzzled why the animal would spare the boy, a bald 
man said, ‘He’s in league with the devil.’ He raised his 
pitchfork, preparing to plunge it into the boy’s heart. “We 
must kill him. Otherwise, it will return.’ 

Before he could despatch the boy, another man 
pushed him away. 

‘Henri, if you kill this child, then the Bloofer Man 
may kill everyone in Colville.’ He hesitated and went on 


with a logical tone. “We’ll use him as a lure to capture the 
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animal.’ He smiled, exposing his yellowing teeth. ‘Then 
we'll kill the Bloofer Man.’ 

‘But Francois...’ 

“Take the child to his mother’s.’ 

Reluctantly, Henri swung Christophe over his 
shoulder and carried him home. During this time, the other 
farmers secreted the corpse away, preparing it for the 
funerary acts of driving a stake through its heart followed 
by beheading, after which the body would be burnt. As 
Henri lumbered into Colville, a group of children ogled 
them, but the man’s glare caused them to scatter like leaves 
blown by the wind. Their mothers looked on from their 
respective windows with fear, triggering them in unison to 
holler for their wayward children. Moments later, he 
delivered the boy to Elyse, who thanked him, but rather 
than acknowledge her gratitude, the man, as he left, said, 
‘Don’t let your son out of your sight.’ He hesitated, then 
said in a menacing voice, ‘Otherwise, I'll deal with him.’ 

With that warning, the bald man left, after which she 


closed the door and waited a moment before she said, 
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‘Gérard, please come here.’ Like a rat, he scurried from the 
kitchen to her, where she handed him the child. ‘Take 
Christophe to his bedroom.’ 

A moment later, Gérard returned and slumped in the 
chair, gesturing with a flick of his hand for her to sit in the 
adjacent chair and then he said, ‘Ill leave after dark.’ He 
paused and went on with a tremor in his voice. ‘If you want 
me to....’ 

‘Gérard, it doesn’t matter,’ said Elyse as tears wetted 
her lashes, so she wiped them and resumed, ‘Christophe 
knows... and when he wakes up, he might tell someone.’ 

‘And so what if he does?’ 

‘Those Colville yokels,’ she pointed to the window, 
where he saw villagers gathering twenty yards away. ‘Will 
have more reason to punish me.’ 

‘I don’t care a straw.’ 

‘That’s easy for you to say....’ She leapt from the 
chair, drawing the curtains together. ‘You haven’t been 
tarred and feathered with scandal as I’ve been....’ 


“What do you suggest we do?’ 
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“That depends on....’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Whether Christophe says anything....’ Without 
warning, the boy screamed, causing the pair to flinch with 
surprise, so she said, ‘I’ll see to him.’ 

Before she staggered up the stairs, Gérard took from 
his pocket a bottle and handed it to her. ‘This will calm 
him.’ 

Her eyes narrowed on the bottle’s label on which was 
printed in large letters, Jaudanum. Elyse half-smiled and 
ascended the stairs where she saw Christophe looking at 
her in an affected way, which caused her to say in a 
reassuring tone, ‘There’s nothing to be afraid...’ she 
stopped, then said slowly, ‘You’ve had a nightmare... 


Monsieur Toussaint has given me something to help you 


rest.’ 
She led him back to his bedroom. ‘What’s upset you?’ 
The child was silent, so she asked, ‘Do you remember 
anything?’ 
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Again, Christophe did not respond, so she lifted the 
blankets and patted the mattress. She opened the bottle and 
said, ‘Here, have some of this.’ 

He looked at her unnervingly, causing the bottle to 
almost slip out of her hand. Elyse raised it to his lips. 
‘Drink... That’s a good boy.’ His eyes were fixed on her, 
causing Elyse to lower her gaze as she asked, ‘Do you 
remember last night? Do you remember sleepwalking?’ 
She bleated out a laugh. ‘Monsieur Toussaint and I 
searched everywhere.’ She stopped and then asked, 
“Where were you, Christophe?’ 

The boy looked at her with a newfound sagacity. ‘I 
was with....’ His eyes were weighed down with lethargy. 
His voice faded as he said, ‘the Bloofer Man.’ 

Startled by his divulgence, Elyse crept out of the 
room, closing the door. Never had she entertained the 
possibility that what Christophe had said about the Bloofer 
Man was true because (in her mind) they were a by-product 
of superstition. Regardless, Elyse lumbered down the 


stairs, slumping on the chair next to Gérard’s and said: 
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‘Christophe told me he was with....’ She paused and 
laughed a high-pitched, nervous titter. ‘You won’t believe 
this, Gérard.’ 

“Try me.’ 

‘He saw....’ Her face was as pale as the moon. She 
pointed to a bottle of wine and two goblets. ‘Pour me a 
drink.... I need it... Christophe told me he saw the Bloofer 
Man....’ 

The goblet slipped out of his hand, crashing to the 
floor. ‘The Bloofer Man?’ 

‘Of course, it’s poppycock. Yet, how Christophe 
looked at me.’ She stopped, then said with a quiver of 
uncertainty, ‘One could swear what he saw to be true.’ 

‘Did he disclose anything else?’ 

‘Don’t worry,’ she rose from the chair and said in a 


whisper, ‘he knows nothing about us.’ 
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Later that night, as the moonlight streamed through 
Christophe’s window, it was suddenly obscured by a bat 
whose wings tapped on the glass panels. The boy did not 
stir, for he was sinking into the quicksand of 
unconsciousness. In that dreamlike realm, he hovered over 
an open grave and then, without warning, a hand pushed 
him forward, where he spiralled downwards. Christophe’s 
awareness of reality was like looking through a 
kaleidoscope where each impression was warped into 
myriad realities that had the potential to both terrify and 
thrill. 

In one such existence, Christophe gasped for breath 
like a bird in a vacuum chamber, trying to break free, as 
the Bloofer man said, ‘Have no fear.’ 

‘I don’t want this.’ 

“Have no fear.’ 

In that deadly embrace, Christophe felt the vampire’s 
teeth pierce his neck, causing the lad to scream and tumble 
to the ground, after which his eyes jerked open, and he 


realised to his relief that he was lying on the timber floor 
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of his bedroom. Wearily, he raised himself off the floor, 
scanning the room to make sure that there was no one 
there, but then to his alarm, he heard a tapping sound, so 
his gaze turned to the window, where he saw a bat, whose 
eyes were illuminated by a preternatural flame. The lad 
crept towards the window and said with a quivering voice, 

“You can’t harm me,’ drawing the curtains shut, ‘If I 
can’t see you.’ 

For a moment, this worked until the tapping grew so 
loud that Christophe feared the bat would break the glass, 
so he leapt out of bed and dashed down the stairs, but this 
time, he tripped on the carpet’s run, nosediving to the 
ground. 

Groggy, Christophe opened his eyes and saw two 
figures hovering over him, which caused the child to 
writhe in his bed and scream, ‘Go away, Bloofer Man.’ 

‘Hold him, Elyse,’ said Gérard, pouring laudanum 
down the boy’s throat. 

‘Go away.’ Suddenly, the drug took hold of his 


excitable body, causing his voice to slur, ‘Bloofer Man!’ 
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Christophe collapsed onto the cushioned mattress, 
and the terror imprinted on his face was smoothed with 
calmness. 


‘He’s mad,’ she stopped and sobbed, ‘my son is mad.’ 


Chapter Two 

On the first of November, terrors, which had been 
repressed, burst forth from the cracks in Christophe’s 
subconsciousness. No matter what he did, those nocturnal 
terrors (planted a decade ago by the Bloofer Man) were 
now bearing fruit that every time Christophe was about to 
sample it, he convulsed like a rabid dog. In that delusional 
state, Christophe heard the Bloofer Man say in a faint 
voice, ‘I’m coming for you....’ 

Paralysed, he felt the creature’s rough tongue travel 
from his neck to his lips, sealing it with a sinner’s kiss. 
Love and loathing were laying siege to the castle that was 
the young man’s mind, and with each emotional onslaught, 


his defences crumbled. To Christophe’s horror, the Bloofer 
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Man’s lips drew apart, exposing his pointed teeth as he said 
in a whisper, ‘I’ll take you away from all of this.’ 

Without warning, the creature’s mouth snapped shut 
like a jaw trap, tearing into Christophe’s neck. He leapt out 
of bed in fright, but an invisible force pinned him down. 
Then his eyes shot open, and he gasped for air, searching 
the room for the Bloofer Man, who, to his relief, was not 
there. Sleep, like lead shutters, came down over his eyes. 

Hours later, the stillness was interrupted by the tread 
of footsteps coming up the stairs, followed by the door 
slowly opening. 

‘Christophe’s attacks,’ she paused. ‘Get worse on this 
night.’ She said in a drawl, ‘The only way to calm his 
mind.... Is to give him more laudanum.’ 

‘There’re other alternatives.’ 

‘The madhouse won’t do....’ She stopped, lowering 
her voice as she said, ‘He’s my son... nothing will change 


that... not even you, Gérard, can alter that.’ 
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‘I bear Christophe no ill will.... I think of him as my 
son... However, it’s time for him to leave the nest... It’s 
time for someone else to care for him.’ 

‘I won’t shirk my motherly responsibilities.’ 

“What about me?’ 

‘Christophe needs me more than ever....’ 

‘Don’t you see... Your devotion is unhealthy... Not 
only to you but also to him.’ 

‘Unhealthy?’ 

“Yes... When you won’t give Christophe a chance to 
live his life... Make his own mistakes.’ She looked at him 
with sadness. ‘I’m sorry I’ve upset you... However, I’ve 
been patient... Even to my detriment... I’ve awaited the 
day when we can be together.’ With a hint of despair, he 
asked, ‘Don’t you want that, Elyse?’ 

‘Yes, but...’ 

Gérard looked at her with scepticism. ‘But what?’ 

‘I won’t abandon Christophe like his father has done.’ 
She paused and said in a whisper, ‘Tomorrow morning, 


he’ll be right as rain....’ 
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‘Till the Bloofer Man triggers another bout of 
madness.’ He looked at Christophe with a glint of jealousy. 
“What do you think his delusions are doing?’ She was 
silent. ‘They’re driving a wedge between us.’ 

‘Shush, Gérard.’ She opened the laudanum bottle, 
pouring it into Christophe’s mouth. ‘Drink mon petit 
chou’... Tonight, you’ll be free of the Bloofer Man.’ 
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The sound of a door slamming followed by dogs 
barking caused the lead shutters to rise from the young 
man’s eyes. Groggy, Christophe stumbled to his feet, got 
dressed, and lumbered down the stairs. To his surprise, he 
saw Elyse seated at the kitchen table, sobbing. 

‘What’s wrong?’ She was silent, unable to look at 
him. ‘Please tell me, mother....’ 

‘Gérard won’t be coming here any longer....’ 


‘Why?’ 


? French for ‘my sweetheart.’ 
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‘He...’ Tears pricked her eyes. ‘Wanted me to send 
you away.... To the madhouse...’ 

‘Did he mean that, mother?’ Elyse nodded. ‘Did you 
sacrifice him in favour of me?’ 

‘Yes... Any mother would for her child....’ 
Christophe dropped beside his mother, comforting her with 
a kiss. ‘My one chance of happiness with Gérard.... And 
I’ve spoiled it....’ 

‘Mother, it’s not your fault...’ 

‘Like your father, Maurice, I’ve ruined us 
financially.’ 

‘Allow me to talk to Gérard...’ 

‘What good will that do?’ 

‘Gérard is a decent man....’ Christophe kissed her 
again. ‘If I speak to him... He’ll listen to reason... And 
maybe he’II return.’ 

Christophe walked to the front door. His hand 
hovered over the latch. Even ifit means me leaving home... 
I can’t take back what I promised... Dear God, what will 


become of me? Uncertainty spread across his body, 
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destroying the foundation of his confidence; despite that, 
Christophe summoned the courage to open the door and 
search for Gérard. 

...As he walked to Gérard’s house, the afternoon sun 
lashed Christophe, causing his brow to be garland in sweat. 
His journey into Colville did not go unnoticed by the 
villagers who cast castigating stares. He ignored them, 
wishing they would lose interest. Unfortunately for 
Christophe, they followed him, hoping to provoke a 
reaction. He appeared nonchalant, giving them an 
occasional smile, but his heart raced like a cheetah. In front 
of him, he saw the bald man, Henri, raise his pitchfork, 
barring his way. 

‘Devil’s spawn, where are you going?’ 

He pushed Henri away. ‘To Gérard’s house....’ 

“You won’t find him home.’ 

‘If he’s not there, then where is he?’ The bald man 
pointed his pitchfork to the road leading out of Colville. 
“When did he leave?’ 
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‘Half an hour ago... I sold him one of my horses....’ 
Christophe looked at him in disbelief. ‘He’ll be long gone 
by now....’ 

Determined to find Gérard, even if it meant hours of 
walking, Christophe trudged along the muddy road away 
from Colville, but when he was on the village’s outskirts, 
he could hear the muffled sounds of laughter. Mile after 
mile, he slogged onwards, stopping now and then to sit on 
moss-covered rocks. The outside world fascinated 
Christophe, but it became frightening when the day 
surrendered to the night. The howling of wolves echoed in 
the arena of mountains that bordered the road. Christophe 
saw glimmering in the darkness the light of an approaching 
coach carriage, which, to his horror, was heading straight 
for him. He leapt out of the way, landing face-first in the 
mud. The ground reverberated with the pounding of 
horses’ hooves, followed by the rear wheel coming off and 
the loud bang of the carriage overturning. Christophe 
sprinted towards the vehicle’s wooden carcass, where he 


was confronted by the sight of horses writhing in agony. 
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The darkness surrendered to the luminosity of an 
approaching lantern in whose light Christophe saw the face 
of a man with piercing blue eyes and a crop of short brown 
hair. 

Christophe heard moans from within the coach, and 
the man said, ‘Here...’ He handed the lantern to 
Christophe. ‘Master... Give me your hand... Pll pull you 
out.” Two hands appeared, followed by the rest of the 
man’s body. “Bring the lantern closer... So, I can make 
sure my master, Lautréamont, is uninjured.’ Christophe 
recoiled in horror when the light revealed Lautréamont’s 
face — he bore a striking resemblance to the Bloofer Man. 
There was a tremor of apprehension in Christophe’s hand, 
triggering the servant to say in a loud voice, “Hold the 
lantern steady! Are you hurt, sir?’ 

‘Only my pride,’ said Lautréamont, whose eyes 
drifted from his servant to the petrified Christophe. 
‘Mathieu... Who’s this handsome man?’ Mathieu 
shrugged. ‘Why young man, you’re trembling... Fear not. 


We mean you no harm.’ He looked away, triggering 
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Lautréamont to turn his face to him. ‘Have we met before?’ 
Christophe hesitated, then nodded his head. ‘I knew it... I 
never forget a face as handsome as yours.’ Rather than 
fleeing, as any sensible person would, Lautréamont’s 
reassuring voice disarmed Christophe of his fears. 
Lautréamont smiled as he asked, ‘To whom do I have the 
honour of addressing?’ 

‘Christophe... And you are?’ 

‘Maldoror, Le Comte de Lautréamont...’ 

Mathieu eyed both of them with impatience. ‘Ahem!’ 

‘And this is my servant, Mathieu.’ He paused. ‘Is 
there a place where Mathieu and I can stay....’ His icy 
hand brushed up against Christophe’s arm. ‘While my 
carriage is repaired... And I get fresh horses?’ 

Christophe pointed toward Colville. ‘There’s a 
village near here....’ To the young man’s relief, when 
Maldoror smiled, his teeth were unlike those of the Bloofer 
Man, for they were shaped normally. ‘I guess my mother 
and I can take you in... That’s if you enjoy sleeping on the 


floor... And eating simple food.’ 
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‘My servant and I have experienced worse....’ He 
wrapped his arm around Christophe. ‘Lead the way, young 
man.’ 

In hindsight, Christophe’s actions were stupid, yet it 
was impossible for him to resist, because Maldoror’s 
magnetism would have affected anyone who had the 
misfortune of meeting the vampire. Magnetism and beauty 
were part of the vampire’s arsenal of weapons they used 
on their victims, so it did not surprise Maldoror that 
Christophe surrendered so quickly. As they plodded along 
the muddy road, Maldoror sensed an internal conflict 
within the young man who, according to the vampire, was 
attracted to and repulsed by him. 

“When was it we last met?’ asked Maldoror. 

Christophe hesitated a moment before saying, “You'll 
think me mad....’ 

“Try me.’ 

‘I met someone who looks like you....’ 

‘And who’s my mirror image....’ Christophe was 


silent. ‘There’s nothing to fear... I won’t laugh....’ 
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‘When I was a child, I encountered the Bloofer 
Man....’ 

‘Bloofer Man?’ 

"TGS: Gees 

‘He’s what, Christophe?’ 

‘A... vampire...’ 

He said with a laugh, ‘Never thought I’d be compared 
to a vampire. Was he repulsive?’ 

‘Far from it... Although the Bloofer Man was a 
killer... And I feared him...’ he paused, gasping for breath. 
Once he regained his wits, he said with a hint of longing, 
‘He was the most beautiful creature I’ve ever seen....’ 

‘Until you’ve met me... Have no fear, Christophe. I 
won’t be drinking your blood....’ He hesitated, then said 
with a snicker, ‘I’m, however, partial to a glass of claret.’ 

For two hours, they trudged onwards until they saw 
on the horizon a necklace of light from the farmhouses of 
Colville, and another hour later, they appeared on the 


outskirts of the village. 
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‘It hasn’t changed since I was last here,’ said 
Lautréamont in a faint voice. 

“When was that?’ asked Christophe, stopping to rest 
on a fallen log. 

‘Let me see...’ he scratched his head. ‘It would have 
been twenty years.’ 

“You would have been a child.... Perhaps your family 
knew my father, Maurice?’ 

“What is his surname?’ 

‘Blondin...’ 

‘Well, it'll be a pleasure to get reacquainted with 
him.’ 
‘Tm afraid to disappoint you... My father 
disappeared, leaving my mother and me alone...’ he 
waited, wishing Maldoror would shed light on Maurice’s 
disappearance. When this was not forthcoming, he said 
with anguish, ‘I hoped you might have had information 
about him.’ 


‘Sorry...’ 
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‘I don’t understand Maldoror.... If you didn’t know 
my father, you wouldn’t have said “reacquainted” because 
that implies...’ 

‘Implies what?’ 

‘That you had already been acquainted with him....’ 

‘Please forgive my master.... It’s been a stressful 
day....” Mathieu paused, looking at Maldoror with a 
nervous glint. ‘Half the time, my master doesn’t know 
what he’s saying....’ 

Maldoror laughed, playfully slapping his servant on 
the back. Christophe was, however, not convinced, so he 
tested them by saying, ‘Ouch, I’ve got a pebble in my 
shoe... The path ahead will lead you to my house... [Il 
catch up....’ 

To the unsuspecting, the path seemed innocuous, but 
to Christophe and the villagers, it was unstable, known to 
cause the unwary to fall. His eyes widened as he watched 
them successfully navigate the perilous path. He’s lying. 
What else is he hiding? Despite the inconsistencies in 


Maldoror’s story, Christophe wanted to believe him. 
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Regardless, the young man was becoming smitten by the 
aristocrat, so much so that he desired to escape Colville, 
escape his filial duties of caring for Elyse, and run away 
with him. Without giving it a second thought, Christophe 
sprinted along the path, slipping on its uneven surface 
where he collapsed among a bush of flowering red cabbage 
roses. Once Christophe had regained his composure, he got 
up and crept towards the shocked duo, whose eyes widened 
upon seeing the young man’s bloody hands. For a moment, 
it appeared Maldoror would pounce on Christophe; 
however, he was restrained by the scruff of his neck by 
Mathieu. 

‘My master is affected by blood....’ He held the 
writhing Maldoror. ‘It causes him to be sick....’ He 
paused, then said in a faint voice, ‘Please go ahead, 
Christophe, while I calm him down....’ 

‘Should I fetch a doctor?’ 

‘No... No... Once my master’s settled down, he’Il be 
fine. Allow me a moment or two to speak with him in 


private.’ 
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Reluctantly, Christophe agreed to Mathieu’s request 
by walking towards his home, where he saw Elyse standing 
by the front door. 

She gestured to his face. ‘Dear God, what happened?’ 

‘I’m fine... It’s mud....’ 

However, when Christophe came inside and Elyse 
had gotten a better look at him, her eyes widened with 
concern. ‘Your hands... They’re bloody.’ 

‘It’s nothing but a couple of scratches....’ 

‘I thought I heard you talking to someone... Who was 
it?’ Nervous, he lowered his gaze. ‘Was it Gérard?’ 

‘No... Someone else....’ She looked at him with 
confusion. ‘Maldoror, Le Comte de Lautréamont...’ Her 
face whitened. ‘And his servant, Mathieu.... I promised 
them....’ 

‘I don’t like where this is heading....’ She retreated to 
an armchair, grasping its palmette as she asked, ‘Promised 
them what?’ 


‘I said they could stay here....’ 
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‘I see... But first, let me see Le Comte de 
Lautréamont...’ His face developed a nervous twitch. 
‘Bring him to me, Christophe.’ Before he dashed out the 
door, she said with a warning, ‘I’ Il be the judge of whether 
he can stay... Not you, Christophe.... Is that understood?’ 
He nodded. ‘Could he be the same Lautréamont who 
visited here all those years ago? I'll be damned if he’s the 
same man....’ Elyse heard the tread of approaching 
footsteps. ‘Be strong... I mustn’t show any weakness in 
front of this man.’ 

The front door slowly jerked open. Christophe 
entered, followed by Mathieu and Maldoror, whose face 
mirrored that of an accomplished actor of subterfuge with 
his bashful smile. When Le Comte saw Elyse, he bowed 
his head in supplication, he walked over to her, took up her 
hand, and kissed it as if it were a holy relic. There was an 
awkward silence before Maldoror said in a cheerful voice, 
‘As your son, Christophe, may have told you.... My 
servant and I require your help....’ She looked at him with 


penetrating eyes, which for a moment unsettled him before 
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he opened his leather pouch. ‘I’m more than happy to 
pay... Will two Louis d’or be sufficient?’ 

‘That’s plenty, monsieur....’ Maldoror offered her the 
gold coins, but she withdrew her hand as she said, “Before 
I accept it... I need to be reassured....’ 

‘Of what?’ 

‘Of whom you say you are?’ Maldoror looked at her 
with bewilderment. ‘Twenty years ago, a man like you 
entered my house....’ 

Mortified, Christophe seized her hand, trying to drag 
her into another room; however, Elyse remained planted 
on the ground. ‘Mother, you’re mistaken.... Perhaps 
you’ re referring to Maldoror’s father....’ 

‘He made an indelible impression on me....’ Tears 
welled up in her eyes. ‘And that of your father, Maurice.’ 

Christophe gestured at Maldoror. “Mother, look at Le 
Comte.... He can’t be a day older than thirty.’ She 
uncoupled her hand from his. “Besides, mother, one’s 


memory can gradually change....’ 
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‘Perhaps, but my memory isn’t clouded....’ Her eyes 
were fixed on Le Comte as she said in a murmur, ‘I’m 
certain of it...’ 

The longer Elyse looked into Le Comte’s blue eyes, 
the less likely she could escape his charm. However, the 
spell was broken when she heard Christophe’s cough, 
causing her to focus her gaze on her son, in whose face she 
saw ambivalence. Yet Elyse also saw acknowledgement 
about what she was saying about Maldoror’s dishonesty. 
At the time, Elyse did not understand the mixed signals her 
son was broadcasting; however, she would (to her 
detriment) learn he was (like his father Maurice) 
mesmerised by the aristocrat. 

She asked with desperation, ‘Have you doubted him 
before, Christophe?’ She paused. ‘Has he spoken an 
untruth?’ He looked away. ‘He has, hasn’t he!’ 

‘Enough, mother...’ 

‘My servant and I will go....” Maldoror retreated 
from the door. ‘I don’t wish to upset you, dear lady....’ He 


prostrated himself before Elyse, who folded her arms, for 
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she was not convinced of his display of sincerity. ‘Or cause 
a rift between you and Christophe....’ 

While they left the house-submerging back into the 
blackness of the night—-they heard the high-pitched shouts 
of mother and son quarrelling. Reaching the path’s edge, 
they sat down on a fallen log and waited for a few minutes 
for the noise to die down. It was a foregone conclusion that 
Elyse would give in and allow them to stay because money 
(which Maldoror had plenty of) could overcome the most 
challenging obstacles that a wary mother would put before 
him. To Maldoror’s delight, he heard Christophe scurrying 
towards them, beckoning for them to return. 

‘Please come into the barn,’ said Christophe, 
gesturing to them to follow. ‘Mother doesn’t want you in 
the house....’ He pointed to the loft inside the hay-scented 
building with its dozing cattle. ‘For the time being, she 
agreed you can stay here....’ Maldoror smiled, embracing 
the young man. “The instant you violate my mother’s rule, 
you'll have to go. I’m sorry, Maldoror... It was the best I 


could do.’ 
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‘No need to apologise....’ The aristocrat kissed his 
mud-covered cheeks. ‘I understand, Christophe....’ 
Maldoror felt the young man’s throbbing heart. ‘One 
mustn’t upset one’s mother... Despite that, I’m honoured 
that you championed my cause....’ Maldoror reached into 
his pocket, pulling out his leather pouch. ‘Here, take these 
gold coins.’ 

‘That’s too much,’ said Christophe with a stunned 
expression. 

‘Nothing’s too much for you, mon chéri’.’ 

Maldoror encircled his arm around the young man, 
whose pulse raced with elation at being held by the 
debonair aristocrat. The terrors that the Bloofer Man had 
once engendered in Christophe were transformed into an 
erotic yearning for the creature’s mirror image—Maldoror. 
Such passions did not go unnoticed by Le Comte, who 
increased the flames of desire in Christophe by saying in a 


faint voice, ‘I love you more than life itself.’ He kissed the 


3 French for ‘My darling.’ 
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young man’s bloody hands, tasting blood. ‘You belong to 
me... As I do to you.’ 

Maldoror had been playing for God knows how long 
the part of a debauchee that he knew when his victims 
would offer themselves up to quench his thirst. In the 
beginning, the prey would resist Maldoror (further 
arousing the vampire’s desires), but with each successive 
attempt at seduction, the prey’s urge to repel diminished, 
until they were begging to be engulfed in the hellfire of 
licentiousness. Yet paradoxically, Maldoror’s desires were 
cooled with apathy when they surrendered, where the only 
option for him was to cut the thread which bound them to 
the living world. Each generation of prey who had the 
misfortune to be ensnared by Le Comte served the vital 
role of food and to relieve the vampire’s boredom. 
Unfortunately for the prey, they could never negate the 
vampire’s hunger or monotony. 

Regardless, as Maldoror held Christophe, the vampire 
was struck by a sensation that none of his previous prey 


had stimulated in him, a feeling of naivety. The vampire 
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craved Christophe’s innocence, for like blood warmed 
him, making him momentarily forget he was a monster 
whose sole purpose was to deceive and kill. Ashamed of 
being thought of as a sentimentalist by Mathieu, who 
loitered in the background, watching, he pushed the young 
man away. 

“You should go.’ 

‘Have I displeased you, Maldoror?’ 

‘No...’ He reached out, caressing his muddy cheeks. 
“You’ve given me something....” He stopped and said with 
a smile, ‘I once thought lost.’ Christophe was about to ask 
what the aristocrat was alluding to when Le Comte said, 
‘Go inside... Have a bath, Christophe... You need it....’ 

Once Christophe had left the barn, Mathieu ask with 
concern, ‘What’s the matter with you....?’ Maldoror 
crumpled to the ground, covering his face with his hands. 
‘I’ve never seen you this way, master.’ 

‘Unlike you and I....” He looked up at Mathieu with 


a melancholic expression. “Christophe is unsullied....” A 
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tear tumbled down his hardened features. ‘I find it 
refreshing...’ 

‘Don’t be an idiot, master....” Maldoror glared at him. 
‘It’s a passing whim....’ He stopped and said with 
empathy, ‘You know as well as I that you’ll never abide by 
that whim....’ He slumped next to him. “Because your 
thirst will drive you to kill...’ 

The servant encircled his arm around him, provoking 
Maldoror to say with scorn, ‘During all these years, I’ve 
never tried to kill you....’ 

‘No, master.... Because you’ve needed me....’ He 
hesitated and said with a sullen tone, ‘However when I’m 
no longer useful....” Mathieu kissed him, after which the 
manservant said in a whisper, ‘You’ll do it... Because 
that’s your nature as a vampire....’ 

‘Point taken, Mathieu.’ 

The servant gestured to the house. ‘If you want 
Christophe.... You’ll have to deal with his mother....’ He 
said in a quivering voice, ‘Do it quickly... Don’t let the 


poor woman suffer....’ 
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Chapter Three 


He would hear Elyse preparing a pot of coffee and 
smell the aroma of toasted sourdough; however, as 
Christophe left his bedroom, he noticed the house was 
draped in a shroud of darkness—devoid of life. With an 
outstretched hand, Christophe drew the curtains apart, 
flooding the upstairs corridor in the sun’s golden hue, 
where he saw muddy footprints leading to Elyse’s 
bedroom. Initially, Christophe was puzzled by the mess, 
but a sinister sensation enveloped him in goosebumps as 
he drew closer. Christophe hesitated before knocking. “Are 
you awake, mama?’ There was no answer. Fear tied his 
stomach into knots as Christophe turned the door latch and 
entered. In the gloom, he saw Elyse slumped over the bed. 


He edged his way towards the window, drawing the 
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curtains apart where the light revealed Elyse’s glassy eyes 
staring back. Eyes prickling with tears, Christophe knelt 
beside the body, cradling her hand in his. He wanted to 
scream, but fright had glued his lips shut. With a trembling 
hand, he picked up a bedsheet and covered her. 

Closing the door, Christophe staggered down the 
stairs and into the kitchen, where he slumped beside the 
fireplace. From his once sealed lips came a yelp of anguish, 
and after that had diminished, he rose from his haunches, 
dusting himself off. Now that the disbelief of Elyse’s death 
had sunk in, what followed, as he dried his eyes, was the 
realisation (which Christophe was ashamed for having 
wanted) that his years of filial servitude had ended. 
Providence had, so he thought, liberated him from the 
parochial backwater of Colville: yet this could not have 
been further from the truth. Regardless, Christophe paced 
back-and-forth, rubbing at his face as he said in a muffled 
voice: 

‘Mama’s dead...’ he froze in front of the door. “What 


am I to do? The villagers... They never gave a fig... And 
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probably won’t help to bury her....” He reached into his 
pocket, pulling out the two Louis d’or. ‘Money will 
persuade those bastards....’ Christophe’s hand hovered 
over the door latch. ‘That’s all they care about.’ 

Then the young man recoiled in surprise as he heard 
Gérard shouting, ‘Open up, Elyse.... I need to speak to 
you....’ Christophe slowly unbolted the door, after which 
it flung open. With a bewildered look, Gérard asked, 
‘Elyse?’ He barged in, pushing Christophe aside. ‘Where 
is she?’ Rather than answering, the young man pointed to 
the stairs that led to Elyse’s bedroom. ‘Oh, she’s asleep... 
I'll come back later.’ 

‘It won’t make a difference,’ said Christophe in a 
melancholic tone. 

Gérard gazed into the young man’s bloodshot eyes. 
‘Is she...” A lump gathered in his throat, as he asked, ‘Is 
she dead?’ 

The young man nodded, causing Gérard to dash up 
the stairs. For a moment, there was an unnerving silence, 


then a procession of guttural screams, which were so 
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disturbing that the villagers gathered around the 
farmhouse, watching the ensuing tragedy. An icy hand 
touched Christophe’s shoulder, causing him to flinch. 

‘Sorry to have startled you....’ Christophe spun 
around where he saw Mathieu standing before him. ‘My 
master and I heard screams....’ 

‘Mama is...’ 

“Whatever is the matter?’ He guided Christophe to a 
chair. ‘Come, sit down....” Mathieu pulled from his pocket 
a small flask. ‘Here, drink this... You look as though you 
need it....’ Christophe gulped it down. ‘Is there a 
problem?’ 

‘Mama died last night...’ 

Mathieu hugged him, offering comforting words. 
‘She was a kind woman....’ 

‘That’s not true... Mama was overbearing... I’m 
ashamed for wishing her dead....’ 

“Your grief has unhinged you....” Mathieu bent down 
and kissed his quivering lips. ‘In time, it will pass.... Death 


is a welcome escape from the troubles of life....’ 
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Mathieu caressed the young man’s cheek, but when 
he heard the floorboards creak and footsteps stumbling 
down the stairs, he was like a blade of grass blown towards 
the door, where he lingered in nervous anticipation. From 
this vantage point, Mathieu saw a silhouette whose bulky 
frame rested on the stair’s banister, then it sluggishly 
turned around to face him. A shaft of light revealed 
Gérard’s swollen eyes, inviting a half-smile from Mathieu. 

The despair that Gérard felt gave way to suspicion as 
he asked, ‘Who are you?’ 

He made an exaggerated bow. ‘I’m Mathieu... 
Christophe’s friend....2 He hesitated, then asked with 
feigned sincerity, ‘And who might you be?’ 

Gérard glared at him with scepticism. ‘Look, 
Mathieu... I don’t know how you wormed your way into 
Christophe’s life... But one thing is for sure, I don’t like 
you... Please, Christophe....” He pointed at Mathieu. ‘Tell 


this Arracheur de Palissade? to leave.’ 


4 The literal translation of Arracheur de Palissade is “fence uprooter.” This is an early 
18'" century euphemistic expression for a male who engages in homosexual acts. 
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‘No.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Monsieur, I didn’t mean to cause a rift between the 
two of you....’ said Mathieu with false candour. 
‘Christophe offered my master and me a place to stay....’ 
Gérard flashed a furious gaze at Mathieu. ‘While — while 
our carriage is being repaired. Monsieur, my master and I 
don’t wish to cause trouble, but if you....’ 

‘If I what?’ 

‘Find someone to repair our carriage.... We'll be 
more than happy to leave....’ Mathieu pulled out a couple 
of gold coins from his pocket. “We’ll be more than happy 
to pay extra...’ 

Gérard said in a raised voice, “Trés bien, je m’en 
moque pas mal!° First things first, Elyse must be buried...’ 
He pointed at both of them. ‘Come Christophe and you, 
Arracheur de Palissade. You can both help me dig her 


grave....’ 


> French for ‘All right, I couldn’t care less!’ 
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As the sun slid into the netherworld, Gérard lowered 
the shrouded corpse of Elyse into the freshly dug hole. In 
the twilight, a priest (whose name at other times escaped 
Gérard and Christophe) was revealed to them during the 
funeral rites as Father Alain. As the withered cleric went 
through the motions, occasionally stopping to push his 
spectacles back into place, the ensemble, who gathered in 
a semicircle around the grave, watched the other, hoping 
to detect guilt. 

The priest, oblivious to the simmering tension 
between Christophe and Gérard, paused, after which he 
said in Latin with a solemn voice, ‘In the Name of God, 
the merciful Father, we commit the body of Elyse Blondin 
to the peace of the grave.’ As Father Alain bent down to 
throw a handful of dirt onto the shrouded body, his knees 
made a crunching sound. ‘From dust you came, to dust you 
shall return. Jesus Christ, our Saviour, shall raise you up 


on the last day.’ With his right hand, the priest made the 
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sign of the cross. ‘You gave her life. Receive her in your 
peace and give her, through Jesus Christ, a joyful 
resurrection.’ 

Gérard’s morose gaze lingered on the orphan before 
focusing on Mathieu. What he gathered from the stranger’s 
behaviour was a hesitancy to follow (unlike everyone) the 
religious rite of blessing oneself. Each time the ensemble 
raised their right hands, Mathieu would, in contrast, plunge 
it into his pocket. Rather than correcting this, Gérard 
would (when the ceremony ended) pull Christophe aside; 
the sole purpose was to salt the ground of any potential 
relationship between the young man and the stranger. 
Although Christophe was an adult, he was (according to 
Gérard) naive and open to manipulation by the deviant 
Mathieu. While Gérard focused his scolding stare on the 
outsider, Father Alain closed his liturgical book and said 
in an emotional tone, ‘Let us go in the peace of the Lord.’ 

In the silver sheen of moonlight, the ensemble 
returned to the village, leaving Christophe, Mathieu, and 


Gérard the unenviable task of burying the dead. With a 
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steady hand, Christophe cast the first shovelful of dirt, and 
when it landed on the shrouded corpse, he felt relieved — 
even cold. For his conscience, like the burial shroud, 
became (with each successive heap of earth that rained 
down) despoiled. The change in Christophe’s moral 
conduct was a scent that mortals could not detect, unlike 
Mathieu, who was quickened by it. His face blushed like a 
rose, and his heart raced. J want Christophe, but I mustn’t 
anger Lautréamont. Y et apprehension spread like a disease 
throughout Mathieu’s body, causing him to collapse and 
gasp. ‘I need a rest.’ 

‘T’ll say when you can rest, Arracheur de Palissade,’ 
said Gérard, who cast a contemptuous stare that compelled 
Mathieu to resume digging. 

Mathieu would wait, but at the fateful moment, he 
would lure Gérard into the web of deceit where the spider, 
Lautréamont, would pounce. He knew his vampiric master 
would now be awake, hankering for blood. When the 
carriage is repaired, I'll give him to my master to feast 


ONn.... 
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Once the last shovelfuls of soil had been cast, Gérard 
said in a raised voice, ‘Wait, Christophe.’ He passed their 
shovels to Mathieu. ‘Here, take these..... He waved 
Mathieu away. ‘I want to speak with Christophe....’ 

‘Of course, monsieur,’ said Mathieu in a sinister tone. 
Before retreating, he made an exaggerated bow which only 
irritated Gérard, who clenched his fist as he waved him 
away. 

When the stranger was out of earshot, Gérard 
launched his onslaught of questions. ‘Who’s his master, 
Christophe?’ 

‘Maldoror, Le Comte de Lautréamont...’ 

Gérard seized his arm, drawing him close. ‘Why 
haven’t I seen him? Is he like that Arracheur de 
Palissade?’ Christophe’s bewildered look provoked the 
older man to say with a sneer, ‘It’s no surprise to me.... 
When those fops arrived... Elyse died....’ 

Christophe tried to break free. ‘You’re being 


irrational....’ 
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‘Irrational?’ said Gérard with a laugh, but the timbre 
of his voice changed, becoming an amalgam of anguish 
and abhorrence. ‘You’ve always been mad, Christophe.... 
Elyse knew it.... She mollycoddled you because of it....’ 

‘Well, you deserted her.... That makes you 
responsible....’ 

Gérard raised his clenched fist. ‘I should beat you 
black and blue for what you’ve said....’ 

‘Go ahead, hit me!’ 

Gerard lowered his fist. “You’re not worth it....’ 

While they stood in silence, daring not to utter 
another caustic word, time slowed like a crawling tortoise. 
Gérard knew that his rage at Christophe was due to 
jealousy. Envy was an acid that dissolved Gérard’s joie de 
vivre, for he wanted what Christophe possessed — Elyse’s 
love. Eyes prickling with tears, Gérard realised as he stared 
at the burial mound that he loathed Elyse for her inability 
to return her love for him. Over the years, Gérard had 
repressed such sentiments, yet since Elyse’s death, they 


erupted with vehement hatred, threatening to destroy his 
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sanity. Regardless, he wanted (even to his detriment) to 
honour Elyse’s wishes and that of Christophe’s. While 
they stood silent, staring at the ground, time resumed its 
regular rate. To quench the flames of rage, Gérard had to 
deprive it of fuel, so he would (unwonted for him) reveal 
his vulnerability to the young man. As the mist rolled in, 
he knelt on the damp earth in front of Christophe. 

‘I was jealous.... That’s why I left Elyse....’ 

‘Of me?’ 

Gérard nodded. ‘If I didn’t leave... She’d be alive.’ 

Christophe’s forehead wrinkled, and his mouth 
dropped as he listened to the older man’s confession. The 
initial shock Christophe experienced gave way to disgust 
because, in his eyes, Gérard had an innate bravado, which 
he wished he could have possessed. As he listened to 
Gérard’s histrionic monologue, Christophe realised that 
Colville had weakened the older man, destroying (what 
had made him fascinating) his cultural sophistication. /f J 
don’t leave, I'll become a babbling fool like Gérard. 
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Once the emotional deluge had subsided, Gérard rose 
from his haunches, dusting himself off. What he said next 
confounded Christophe with its degree of paternal 
sincerity, which the young man, to his discredit, could not 
reciprocate. 

‘Let us be friends. Let us forget all that has come 
between us,’ said the older man, outstretching his arms. 

Instead, Christophe recoiled with an expression of 
disgust imprinted on his countenance. 

Lowering his limbs, Gérard said in a hollow tone, 
“You’ve changed.’ He waited, trying not to display his 
emotional wounds. ‘And not for the better.’ 

In hindsight, he knew what Gérard had said to be 
accurate, yet he was unwilling to acknowledge it. Because 
buried deep within the young man’s heart was the desire to 
never again be at the mercy of other people’s demands: 
their expectations for him to be a servant. Christophe had 
had enough of being subjugated. Now it was his time to 
experience the outside world and its pleasures to which he 


believed he was entitled. To fulfil this, he needed Gérard’s 
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help procuring horses and someone to fix Le Comte’s 
carriage. Like a consummate actor, Christophe feigned the 
emotion of remorse (even shedding a tear) which caused 
the older man to raise his arms again. 

‘Please don’t doubt my sincerity,’ said Christophe, 
encircling his arms around Gérard. 

Kissing Christophe’s cheek as he said, “No, I shan’t.’ 

‘If you cared for me as you did for mama....’ Gérard 
looked at him in bewilderment. Christophe tightened his 
grip like a boa constrictor, causing Gérard to gasp for air. 
However, to the older man’s embarrassment, his sex (a 
reaction to being embraced or unwonted yearning) was 
throbbing, ready like a pistol to fire its seminal bullets. 
Regardless, Gérard did not struggle, causing Christophe to 
ask coquettishly, ‘Would you help me?’ 

Rather than being sincere, the young man’s actions 
(from Gérard’s perspective) were those of a duplicitous 
character who had sprinkled fairy dust in one’s eyes. 
Gérard (no matter how misguided) welcomed the 


enchantment that the young man cast over him because, in 
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that illusionary realm, he could (through Christophe) again 
stroke Elyse’s cheek—kiss her plump red lips. Hence, he 
nodded, causing the young man to let go. 

‘Fetch the villagers...... He paused, caressing 
Gérard’s flushed face. ‘Tell them to retrieve Le Comte’s 
broken-down carriage....’ He hesitated, kissing the older 
man’s cheeks. ‘It’s on the outskirts of Colville...’ 

He gestured with his hand, triggering the excited 
Gérard to gallop like a stallion towards the village. 
Christophe, who, in the past, was weak, relished his control 
over Gérard, whom he saw receding towards the 
farmhouses draped in the moon’s silvery sheen. 

Although he influenced Gérard, the young man was 
unsure whether that also applied to Lautréamont, whose 
beauty had a bewitching effect (a drug) for which 
Christophe needed. Uncultured as I am, I must have him. 
Would Christophe, like the citizens of the Cities of the 
Plain, surrender to hedonism? He feared God’s wrath, but 
he also feared relinquishing Lautréamont. Christophe was 


curious to experience bodily pleasures. Closing his eyes, 
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he sank into an erotic quicksand, where Lautréamont, like 
a snake shedding its skin, slowly stripped, revealing to 
Christophe the perfection of the male form, its muscular 
proportions, the template from which Praxiteles® would 
have sculpted Apollo. His eyes jerked open when he heard 
leaves rustling, followed by a twig snapping. 

‘Fear not, Christophe....” Turning around, he saw 
Maldoror approaching. “Your mother’s death has taken us 
by surprise...’ Puzzled, Christophe was about to speak 
when the aristocrat said in a soothing voice, ‘Mathieu told 
me....’ He paused. ‘I came to offer my condolences.... 
Don’t cry, Christophe....” He rushed to the young man, 
wrapping him in his arms. ‘I cannot bear it, for your pain 
is mine too....” Maldoror kissed him. ‘Don’t cry....’ 

‘Now mama is... I’ve no one....’ 

‘You have me....? With his hand, he raised 
Christophe’s face. ‘Dry your eyes....’ He paused, then said 
with concern, ‘Don’t ruin your beauty by weeping.’ 


Nervously, the lad asked, ‘Why do you like me?’ 


6 Praxiteles was the greatest of the ancient Greek sculptors. 
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“Your diffidence... It fascinates me. I’ve known 
many conceited men....’ He kissed the young man’s hot 
palm. ‘You’re not one of them.’ 

He bit his lip. Yes, J am. 

Maldoror’s eyes narrowed as he watched a 
sanguinary trickle gathering in the corner of Christophe’s 
mouth. 

‘I’m ashamed....’ said Christophe. 

‘Of what?’ 

‘Forget it.’ 

“Your voice trembles. What are you trying to say?’ 

Embarrassed, he looked away. ‘You'll think me 
stupid...’ 

He turned Christophe’s face towards his, disarming 
him with a smile. ‘No. Whatever it is, you’re blushing....’ 

‘Take me with you... Maldoror, you mean more to 
me than life itself,’ said Christophe. 

Lautréamont kissed his bloody lips, relishing the iron 


taste. ‘Nothing can separate us.... Not even death can cut 
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the cords that bind me to you....’ He hesitated, then said in 
a gasp, ‘Yet you must prove yourself....’ 

‘How?’ 

‘By loving me unconditionally, as a wife would her 
husband....’ He paused, running his hand up Christophe’s 
leg. ‘By doing as I command....’ His hand rested on the 
lad’s sex, which swelled with excitement. ‘Even if it runs 
counter to your Christian faith....’ 

The lad nodded. ‘You are the God of my idolatry....’ 

He viewed Christophe’s protestations of love, uttered 
on that moonlit night, as a fait accompli that no one, not 
even God, could break. Regardless, Lautréamont’s ability 
(based on beauty and charisma) to beguile men would 
make him (over centuries) blind to the deception of those 
closest. 

Clasping Christophe’s hand, he said, ‘Come, let’s 


return to the village.’ 


38 38 OK ok 
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...The following morning, Mathieu watched Gérard 
and Christophe, and deciphered (in the older man’s flushed 
complexion and boyish grin) that Gérard was smitten. It 
seemed to Mathieu hypocritical of Gérard to have 
previously referred to him as Arracheur de Palissade. 
Rather than pointing out this hypocrisy, he would wait for 
Gérard, Christophe, and the local men to retrieve the 
carriage, allowing him to inform Maldoror, who slept in 
Elyse’s dark bedroom. 

Christophe raised the coffee pot, preparing to pour a 
cup. ‘Won’t Maldoror like some?’ 

Mathieu’s face whitened as he said, ‘No! I’ll see to it 
later.’ He hesitated, then half-smiled. ‘My master hates 
being awoken at this early hour....’ 

Putting it back on the kitchen stove, Christophe said 


with disappointment, ‘D’accord.” 


7 French for ‘All right!’ 
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“Your master is always asleep.’ Gérard noticed the 
nervous twitch his words generated in the manservant. ‘Is 
he a hibernating bear?’ 

‘The accident has sapped his strength, monsieur....’ 
Mathieu swayed slightly, daring not to make eye contact. 
‘He’ll be fine once we return home....’ 

“Where’s that?’ 

‘Outside of Paris.’ 

‘Maldoror has promised me,’ said Christophe with 
excitement. 

Gérard’s eyes darted from the manservant to 
Christophe as he asked with alarm, ‘Promised you what?’ 

‘I could go with them....’ 

‘We buried Elyse yesterday....’ He stopped, then 
bared his teeth as he said, ‘And you want to leave.... It’s 
too soon....’ He seized the lad’s hand, dragging him out of 
the kitchen and into the adjacent room. ‘You can’t leave 
me....’ He paused as his eyes were prickling with tears. 


“You’re all I have to remind me of Elyse....’ 
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With desperation, Christophe said, ‘Colville is 
choking the life out of me....’ He hesitated, briefly 
touching his throat. ‘If I stay, it will kill me....” Gérard 
looked away, for he knew what the lad had said to be true. 
“You don’t want that?’ The older man shook his head. 
‘Only by allowing me to leave....’ He kissed Gérard’s 
cheek. ‘Shall I return your love in kind....’ Tears slid down 
his colourless complexion. ‘Dry your eyes, Gérard. While 
I talk with Mathieu....’ Christophe gestured to the window 
overlooking Colville. ‘Gather the locals and wait for me on 


the village’s outskirts. I won’t be long.’ 


Reluctantly, Gerard retreated to the door, opening it 
as he said, ‘For your sake, I hope you find happiness....’ 
He half-smiled. ‘I, for one, know you won’t.’ With that 
cutting comment, generating uncertainty in the lad, Gérard 
exited the room. 

Christophe did not understand how these prophetic 
words would have unwelcome repercussions in the coming 


years. He disregarded them, for he, like Jonah, was 
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engulfed by the leviathan of desire that swam in the 
troubled waters of his conscience. Through subterfuge, 
Christophe mistakenly believed, he could master his 
scruples; nevertheless, at inopportune times, they would 
emerge as emotional outbursts. Despite that, he returned to 
the kitchen, where Mathieu (lost in thought) stood by the 
window, tapping his fingers on the pane. 

‘Ahem!’ 

He turned to face Christophe. ‘What did Gérard say?’ 

‘Nothing important....’ 

It was clear to Mathieu that the lad was deeply 
affected, evident in Christophe’s colourless complexion 
and downcast eyes. Hence, he would have to massage the 
youth’s troubled mind by releasing any tension with 
reassurance. 

‘Are you having doubts?’ Christophe was silent; 
however, his mouth trembled. ‘Maldoror and I wouldn’t be 
upset if you were to remain in Colville.’ He paused, then 
said with empathy, ‘Just say the word, Christophe, and 


we'll leave.’ 
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Without warning, the barrier that contained 
Christophe’s emotions gave way, generating a torrent of 
tears, undermining his legs, causing him to collapse to the 
floor. Moved by the lad’s agony, Mathieu sprinted towards 
him, wrapping him in the warmth of his arms. 

‘There, there, don’t weep,’ said Mathieu, stroking the 
distraught young man. ‘Shh, everything will be all right. 
Like a timid lamb, you’ re afraid....’ Christophe wiped his 
eyes with his sleeve. ‘Afraid of change....” He paused. 
‘Did Gérard dissuade you from leaving?’ 

‘Uh-huh.’ 

‘I’ve noticed how the locals treat you.... They hate 
you, Christophe....’ He waited, then asked with empathy, 
“Why would you stay?’ He kissed the lad’s forehead. 
‘Come with us, Christophe.... We can offer you more.... 
Give you what you desire.... You want that, don’t you?’ 

A smile formed on Christophe’s countenance, and he 


nodded. ‘Uh-huh.’ 
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‘While I attend to my master,’ he gestured, ‘go with 
the others.... Bring back the carriage.... The sooner it’s 
repaired.... The sooner we’ll leave.’ 

As he watched (with widening eyes) Christophe dash 
out the door, it occurred to Mathieu that he had the power 
to affect the lad-even his affaire de ceur® with 
Lautréamont. With untruths, the mischief-maker, Mathieu, 
would plant doubt in their minds, turning love into 
revulsion, where he would be the one to whom Christophe 
would seek his advice, seek his ardour. 

He grinned, then said with a sinister snicker, ‘Look 
like an innocent flower Mathieu, but be the wasp 
underneath it....” His eyes sparkled with malevolence. ‘My 
lies will sting my master... Inflaming his jealousy.... 
Poisoning his mind with doubt.’ The sound of the vampire 
stirring caused Mathieu to cast his gaze upwards. ‘Come, 
let’s set the plan in motion....’ 

As he climbed the stairs, his hand, like a vice, 


squeezed the banister, causing his veins to throb. Before 


8 French for ‘Love affair.’ 
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reaching the bedroom, Mathieu blocked out the light that 
streamed like a luminous waterfall from the hallway’s 
windows. In the gloom, he heard Maldoror whisper, 
‘Mathieu, is that you?’ 

“Yes, master.’ 

‘It’s too early.... Come back at sunset....’ 

‘I’ve got to inform you....’ 

‘It can wait for later...’ 

‘No!’ 

‘Why such urgency?’ asked Lautréamont as he 
unbolted the door, opening it slowly. He gestured for 
Mathieu to enter, who feigned concern. “You’ve got a face 
a yard long,’ said Lautréamont, who closed and bolted the 
door behind them. Mathieu’s silence unnerved the 
vampire, who retreated to the bed. ‘Why so anxious, 
Mathieu?’ 

“You’ve got a rival for Christophe’s affections....’ 

‘Rival?’ He waited, and then his laughter soared. ‘It 


can’t be you, Mathieu.’ 
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With pragmatic humility, Mathieu stared into the 
vampire’s eyes. ‘I would never stoop so low as to betray 
you, master.’ 

“Who’s my rival?’ 

“You haven’t met him yet....’ He hesitated, then half- 
smiled as he said in a nervous twitter, ‘But you will.... 
When he and Christophe return with the broken carriage.’ 

Maldoror’s curiosity climbed. ‘What’s his name?’ 

‘Gérard... 

“What makes you so certain?’ 

‘How, Gérard looked at Christophe this morning.... 
It’s the same as yours.... The lad was deeply affected....’ 
As the vampire listened, his jealousy was scorching. 
‘Christophe was overcome with emotions.... He confided 
in me....’ 

‘About what?’ 

‘Staying in Colville...’ 

Lautréamont’s confidence crumbled, evident in his 
gaping mouth and recoiling to the bedroom’s corner, 


where his eyes lingered on Maurice’s portrait. 
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‘I cannot lose him.... As I did with his father....’ 

‘Fear not, Maldoror.... I convinced Christophe 
otherwise...’ 

‘Tonight, Pll relish killing my rival...’ he paused, 
exposing his pointed teeth as he said, ‘and drinking his 
blood....’ 

Mathieu’s unease escalated. ‘Don’t kill him yet....’ 
He paused, and then his sagacity soared. ‘We need his help 
for now.... After that, you may kill Gérard at your 


leisure....’ 
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As the men journeyed home dragging (with the aid of 
horses) Maldoror’s broken carriage, the sun’s golden glow, 
as it plummeted behind the modest mountains, faded into 
a deep purple, then a deadened black dusted by feeble 
starlight. The closer the men got to Colville, the more 


intense the pine perfumed air grew. In the distance, they 
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saw the fringe of lights from the farmhouses. In another 
half-hour, they would return to the welcoming kisses of 
their wives, who had prepared a hearty feast. Unlike 
Gérard, who would dine on the victuals of resentment and 
animosity served to him (in abundance) by Christophe. His 
warnings (earlier that day) had changed everything 
between him and Christophe. It had whirled ambiguity into 
the lad’s mind, causing its focus to meander, evident in his 
vacant gaze, which was disturbed by Henri’s soaring 


laughter. 


Unbeknownst to Christophe, the villagers viewed his 
livid looks and brusque discourse with Gérard, especially 
Henri, with increasing interest. Henri would never let 
sleeping dogs lie; instead, he would destroy his nemesis, 
Christophe, who had been a boil on Colville’s 
countenance. Henri had watched enough of the unfolding 
drama that was the Blondin family and how Elyse and now 
her son, Christophe, had (according to Henri) corrupted 


anyone caught in their clutches, like Gérard. It was time 
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for Henri to lance the boil, purging Christophe’s impurity 
from the village. 

Hence, he pulled Gérard aside to learn what had 
happened between him and the lad. At first, Gérard was 
reluctant, evident in his clenched mouth, but the more 
Henri pressured him, the more that was revealed. Henri’s 
eyes widened as Gérard recounted the sordid details. 

Now and then, Henri interrupted, ‘Christophe’s 
always been bad.’ Prickling with tears, Gérard shook his 
head, prompting Henri to continue his verbal assault. 
‘Don’t shed tears over him and his dead strumpet for a 
mother....’ 

‘I’ve lost them both,’ said Gérard desperately. 

“What do you mean?’ 

‘Mathieu and his master whom I told you about....’ 
Henri nodded. ‘Once their carriage is repaired.... 
Christophe will leave with them.’ 

Henri’s eyes glistened with delight. ‘Good riddance 
to bad rubbish!’ He calculated the cost of providing fresh 


horses and repairing the carriage. ‘Say, do they have 
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money?’ Gérard shrugged his shoulders. ‘I’m not doing 
this out of Christian duty.’ He grabbed hold of Gérard’s 
collar. ‘I expect to get paid.’ 

Undaunted, Gérard pushed the other’s hand away as 
he said reassuringly, ‘Don’t worry, you'll get what’s 
coming to you.’ 

Henri smiled, ‘D’accord! 60 Louis d’or for the two 
horses.” He wiped away the sweat that gathered on the 
mental abacus that was his mind. ‘Another 10 to repair the 
shattered wheels. Say, have you seen Mathieu’s master?’ 

Gérard shook his head, causing the other man to ask 
more questions. 

‘Is he an aristocrat?’ 

Gérard shrugged his shoulders. 

‘He must be....’ With widening eyes, Henri studied 
the chassis’ intricate gilded design, triggering his avarice 
to skyrocket. “To afford such an expensive carriage.’ 

Annoyed, Gerard said in a raised voice, ‘Swallow 
your pride, Henri....” He gestured towards the lad. “Ask 


Christophe.... He knows more than me.’ 
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‘I’d rather speak to the devil,’ said Henri with rising 
ridicule. 

Henri was curious about the nobleman but, more 
importantly, how many Louis d’or he possessed. Devoid 
of scruples, he would first ingratiate himself with this 
Mathieu, whom he guessed (when they reached Colville) 
was the stranger standing outside the Blondin house. 
Pushing aside the children gathered around the mysterious 
man, Henri asked with a growing grin, ‘Come, what is your 
name?’ 

Puzzled by the bald man’s effrontery, he said, 
‘Maldoror.’ 

‘Maldoror?’ Henri’s face flushed as he said with a 
stammer, ‘Well, I thought, er.... you were Mathieu’ 

‘No!’ Le Comte’s laughter levitated. ‘He is my 
manservant.’ He paused, then asked in a condescending 
tone, ‘And you are?’ 

‘Henri.’ The bald man paused, then flashed a furious 
gaze at the children pulling faces. ‘Get home....’ He raised 


his fist. “Otherwise, you'll feel the back of my hand.’ 
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Terrified, the children darted like birds back to their 
domestic nests, after which Henri said in a conciliatory air, 
‘I hope they didn’t bother you....’ 

‘Au contraire, mon ami’....’ Lautréamont stopped 
and peered intently at the procession of men and groaning 
horses which pulled the gilded chassis. ‘We were all once 
children of mischief.’ He waited and thought for a 
moment. ‘If you will excuse me, I must talk with those men 
about my carriage.’ 

‘There’s no need....” A look of surprise crossed the 
aristocrat’s face. ‘I'll be the one who’ll see to everything.’ 

When Mathieu exited the front door to the Blondin 
house, slamming it shut, Henri, like a frog, jumped in 
surprise. He stopped and stared fixedly at the approaching 
Mathieu, then said with laughter, ‘Jesus, you scared the life 
out of me!’ 

His eyes darted from Henri to Maldoror, whom 
Mathieu guessed (by the imprint of irritation on his 


master’s face) wanted him to get rid of the villager. 


° French for ‘On the contrary, my friend...’ 
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‘I’m sorry....” Mathieu half-smiled, then wrapped his 
arm around Henri and said with feigned empathy, ‘You 
look parched... I could buy you a drink....’ 

‘Another time, perhaps....’ He decoupled himself 
from Mathieu’s embrace. ‘I have important business with 
Maldorotr.’ 

Lautréamont’s exasperation expanded; however, he 
concealed it under the artifice of a smile. ‘My servant, 
Mathieu, will be happy to discuss it with you.... Besides, 
it was he for whom you were looking.’ 

‘Yes... but I thought, er... as you are Mathieu’s 
master, you could pay me now.’ 

‘Have no fear, monsieur....’ he stopped, then said 
with a curled upper lip. ‘My manservant will see to it.’ 
Henri smiled—ignorant of the contempt directed at him. 
Before the local man could broach the amount of pecuniary 
compensation, the nobleman cut to the chase by asking, 
‘How much?’ 

‘100 Louis d’or,’ said Henri, whose eyes betrayed his 


avarice. 
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Lautréamont directed his gaze at Mathieu, who 
understood what was required of him: pay the villager and 
then distract him. Mathieu withdrew from his pocket a coin 
purse; opening it, he said, ‘Here....” He poured the coins 
into Henri’s cupped hands. ‘We’ll pay you the rest 
later..... He wrapped his arm around Henri, who was 
overjoyed with the quantity of gold. ‘Let us now get a 
drink...’ 

His eyes narrowed, following Mathieu and the odious 
Henri down the winding path to the village, after which the 
vampire could not help but laugh, for he was amused by 
the predictability of mortal men, their desire for pleasure 
and greed for money. Then Lautréamont heard the tread of 
footsteps gathering in the background, so he shifted his 
gaze to the approaching Christophe and Gérard. He hoped 
(above all things) that Christophe would not succumb 
easily to avarice and ambition because it would tarnish 
what made the lad so appealing to the creature: his 
innocence. Yet (what the vampire dreaded) would always 


be possible. Hence, Maldoror had to quash it (the best way 
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he could) by dishing out his love to the receptive young 
man, whose eyes flickered with extraordinary excitement. 
Rather than dispensing a drizzle of affection, Maldoror 
was (as they embraced the other) compelled to shower the 
lad in a torrent of kisses. 

Meanwhile, Gérard looked on, clenching his jaw in 
anger because the man (whom he guessed to be Le Comte 
de Lautréamont) was delighting in the idol of his 
veneration — Christophe. 

‘Ahem! Have you already forgotten me, Christophe?’ 
said Gérard, baring his teeth. 

Self-conscious, the young man slinked away from the 
aristocrat. ‘No, I haven’t....’ 

“‘Who’s this man?’ asked Lautréamont, with anger 
and alarm. 

‘No one...’ Christophe paused, guiding the nobleman 
to the farmhouse. “Come Maldoror, let’s go inside.’ 

‘After all these years, is that what you think of me? 
I’m not a pair of worn shoes that one casually discards....’ 


Shamefaced Christophe lowered his gaze, causing Gérard 
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to say despairingly, ‘Far from it... Since you were a child, 
I’ve considered you a son....’ He stopped and stared 
fixedly at Lautréamont. ‘What can you offer Christophe 
that I cannot?’ 

‘The world beyond Colville,’ said the aristocrat, 
whose annoyance (at Gérard’s audacity to challenge his 
motives) was concealed; however, it occasionally would 
erupt with a sneer. Gérard launched a barrage of questions, 
hoping that one would pierce the armour of artifice the 
aristocrat wore. Instead, Maldoror deflected them with 
questions of his own. ‘As a father, you’d want what is best 
for their child.” Gérard nodded, but before he could 
respond, Lautréamont asked, ‘Why are you preventing 
Christophe’s happiness?’ 

“What makes you sure he’Il be happy with you?’ 

‘I’m certain of it....” He paused and gazed intently at 
Gérard, whose soul (under such intense scrutiny) was like 
a leaf on the tree withering. ‘Unlike mine, your motives are 
selfish.... You cannot accept that Christophe is a man... 


You want to infantilise him as his mother did.’ What 
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Maldoror said next was cutting, ‘Hasn’t he had enough of 
that?’ 

With those words of disapproval dissipating on the 
evening breeze, he and Christophe retreated into the 
farmhouse, closing the door behind them, where Gérard 
was shrouded in darkness and self-doubt. As Gérard 
walked back to his house, kicking a few pebbles in 
frustration, he realised that he (from Lautréamont’s 
perspective) was infantilising Christophe. Hence, when he 
reached his home, pausing in front of the door, he said ina 
whisper, “I must change in order not to lose Christophe....’ 
His hand hovered over the latch. ‘He’s all that I have to 
remind me of Elyse.’ He hesitated, then unlocked it and 
entered. ‘I must guide Christophe towards his road to 
Damascus.... Otherwise, his opinions about Lautréamont 
will never change... He'll be forever in the dark 
concerning Lautréamont’s deception....’ 

A hand coiled around Gérard’s neck, followed by 


razor-sharp teeth tearing into his throat, and then he 
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collapsed on the floor. Yet, before Gérard became 


unconscious, he saw Lautréamont’s evil eyes glaring back. 


Chapter Four 


The following morning, children gathered around 
Gérard’s body, poking it with a stick causing him to groan. 
Frightened, they darted like swallows to their familial nests 
where they told to their alarmed mothers about the 
bloodied Gérard, which, in turn, led the village men to 
investigate. Henri’s eyes widened with worry when he saw 
Gérard lying (in the passageway of his house) with a 
rivulet of congealed blood pooling around his head. The 
men blessed themselves as they said in unison, “This is the 
Bloofer Man’s doing?’ 

Henri said with haste, ‘Hurry! We must get rid of the 
body....’ 
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They gathered around the body, preparing to lift it up; 
however, Gérard’s eyes jerked open, causing the men to 
recoil in surprise. 

‘For the love of God, warn Christophe....’ he stopped 
and stared fixedly at them. ‘He mustn’t leave Colville with 
the outsiders....” He tried to get up, but the flame that burnt 
in his body was weakening. Yet before it flickered out, he 
said with his dying breath, ‘I never thought it possible... 
that Lautréamont was ....’ 

‘Should we warn the lad?’ asked a fat man with a 
sombre face. 

“Tell Christophe nothing....” Henri paused and gazed 
at the questioner, whose sombre face changed to 
puzzlement. Yet, before the fat man could challenge him, 
Henri said with rising rage, ‘He mustn’t know anything.’ 

Rather than angering Henri, the men acquiesced by 
listening to his motives, which, at the time, seemed the 
safest alternative. This could not have been further from 


the truth. 
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‘Maldoror is rich....” Henri paused, after which he 
said in a calculating tone, ‘Why don’t we empty his 
pockets...’ 

The fat man’s face changed to avarice. “Rob him?’ 

“When they leave....’ Henri’s mind, like a whirligig, 
circled around the risks, leading him to say with 
conviction, ‘We'll lie in ambush as highwaymen do....’ He 
clenched his fist, pounding it into the other hand’s palm. 
‘Then we’ll pounce....’ He half-smiled, relishing the 
thought. ‘And if necessary, dispatch them with our 
swords.’ 

The fat man cleared his throat. ‘Isn’t that going too 
far, Henri?’ 

‘Far from it, Félix.... The Blondin family has been a 
bane to our existence....’ 

‘But to resort to murder...’ said Félix, who fidgeted 
with his coat’s brass button. ‘That makes us no better than 
the Bloofer Man.’ 

‘Didn’t you want, as much as me for them to be dealt 
with?’ 
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“Well, er... yes.’ 

‘I won’t condone your cowardice, Feélix....’ Henri 
scowled at the other men, who were like trees swaying in 
the breeze of apprehension. ‘That goes for the rest of 
you....’ He gestured to Gérard’s corpse. ‘Hurry! Get rid of 
the body....’ 
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Meanwhile, Maldoror slept soundly, for his hunger, 
like a leech, had been sated with blood. However, as he fell 
deeper into slumber, the vampire’s conscience was 
troubled by the memory of Maurice’s parting words 
(before he was committed to the champ du repos '°), for 
they (as it seemed to Lautréamont) flowed in speedy 
surges. Yet, no matter how he tried to block them out, he 
heard Maurice say in a rasping tone, ‘Je viens vers toi, 


Seigneur'!.’ 


'0 French for ‘a graveyard.’ 
'! French for ‘I come to you, Lord.’ 
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His eyes were burning Maldoror with their madness. 
Then Maurice pulled a knife from his pocket and cut his 
wrist with a flick of the blade. 

‘Je viens vers toi, Seigneur.’ 

The sight of blood, rather than triggering the 
vampire’s urge to drink, caused (in him) the opposite: to 
save the mortal’s life. While Lautréamont (weeping 
wildly) tried to stem the blood flow, he said, ‘Don’t leave 
me, Maurice.... Here....2 He bit his wrist. ‘Maurice 
drink.... From my blood, you'll be reborn.... And never 
die.’ 

‘Unlike you, I’m not a killer....’ 

Then the black-hooded Azrael'? appeared in the 
background (wings outstretched), ready to convey the 
dying man to heaven. Maurice half-smiled and said with a 
flickering voice, ‘He’s coming for me, Maldoror....’ The 
vampire looked around. Maurice raised his hand to the 
seraph, after which the limb, like a stone, dropped beside 
his lifeless body. 


'2 The name of the angel of death. 
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Distraught, Maldoror gathered the dead man in his 
arms, whereby they ironically resembled the Pieta’? , for, 
like the Madonna, the vampire was a sight of pity. Even so, 
the vampire overlooked the religious significance, for he 
was overcome with unwonted emotions — emotions he 
thought were buried in his hardened heart — yet, against the 
odds, they broke free. Maldoror had a feeling of deep 
dread. Then, to his horror, the dead man transformed into 
Christophe, causing Lautréamont (with a quickening 
breath) to leap from his bed onto the floor. The vampire 
glanced with widened eyes around the dark room. When 
his mind had adjusted from the dream to the waking world, 
the vampire said in a muffled voice, ‘Is my nightmare 


prophetic? Will Christophe die like his father?’ 


38 28 2K ok 


'3 Michelangelo’s famous sculpture depicts the body of Jesus on the lap of his mother, 
Mary, after the Crucifixion. 
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Unaware of the threat that Henri presented, Maldoror 
retreated to bed, dropping into its cushioned softness, and 
after another hour or two, drifted back to sleep. By this 
stage, the villagers had performed the ritual of beheading 
Gérard’s corpse, followed by driving a stake through its 
heart and finally burying it at midday. Afterwards, they 
walked back into Colville, washing their dirty hands in the 
water trough, which changed to a light crimson. Then the 
men began fixing Le Comte’s carriage. From the kitchen 
window, Mathieu heard the clangorous noise of them 
working on the broken wheels; however, his attention was 
drawn back by Christophe’s cough, causing him to turn 
around and stare intently at the young man, who was now 
drinking a glass of milk. 

With a broadening smile, Mathieu said, ‘You’ve got 
a white moustache....’ Christophe wiped it away with his 
sleeve. ‘You’re a blushing rose....” Mathieu’s eyes lit up 


with desire. ‘Don’t be embarrassed....’ 
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‘Tm afraid Lautréamont will think me a 
simpleton....” He looked away, saying in a faint voice, ‘A 
charlatan.... Not worthy of his companionship.’ 

‘In time, perhaps my master will....’ Mathieu drew 
close, caressing Christophe’s rubescent cheek. ‘However, 
I won’t...’ He bent down and kissed the young man, who 
recoiled in surprise. ‘Please forgive my imprudence.’ 
Mathieu paused and (in what one would regard as an 
appeal) said, “Let’s forget what happened.... You mustn’t 
tell Lautréamont....’ For a time, there was suffocating 
silence in the white-walled kitchen. However, when 
Mathieu could no longer tolerate this, he verbally 
eviscerated the lad, pulling out his heart, after which 
Mathieu quashed it by saying, “He’ll believe you instigated 
it.’ 

‘Me?’ 

‘Lautréamont has more reason to believe me...’ 
Mathieu gazed intently at the young man, whose eyes were 


now overflowing with tears. ‘With a word or two, I could 
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confine you to the prison of my master’s former lovers.... 
He’d only be too thankful to be rid of you, Christophe.’ 

‘I don’t believe a word of it.... I’m certain of Le 
Comte’s love....’ 

‘My master’s powers of seduction are second to 
none.... He’s toying with you, Christophe.’ 

‘ll prove you wrong,’ said Christophe, rushing out 
of the kitchen towards the stairs. 

Panic-stricken, Mathieu dashed like a discharging 
canon towards the stairs, pulling him away as he warned, 
‘If you value your life... Never wake my master during the 
day....’ 

“Why not?’ 

‘Prove your love to him.... Don’t bother him now.... 
And if you wish to tell him later.... Then, by all means, do 
SO...” 

‘Is this a ruse?’ 


‘Of course not. I want what is best....’ 


‘For whom, Mathieu?’ 
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‘My master, Maldoror....” Mathieu then pulled from 
his pocket his coin purse, he said in an authoritative tone, 
‘Here, take this.... And give it to Henri.... It’s the rest of 
the money I promised him.’ 

Christophe grabbed it and walked towards the door, 
where his hand hovered over the latch, uncertain whether 
to trust him. Nonetheless, Mathieu was an apt pupil of 
deception to allay Christophe’s concerns by saying with 
contrived compassion, ‘Your love for Maldoror is 
admirable.... One gets swept up by its passion.... Not even 
I can resist it....2 At that opportune moment, Mathieu 
wiped away a false tear that slid down his colourless cheek. 
‘Go pay Henri.... The sooner the carriage is repaired... 
The sooner we can leave....’ 

Once the young man had departed, the mischief- 
maker, Mathieu, crept up the stairs: the sole purpose was 
to transmit (with his mendacious tongue) doubt in the 
slumbering vampire concerning Christophe. Yet there was 
the risk (no matter how infinitesimal) that Maldoror would 


see through Mathieu’s machinations, leading to the 
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severest of punishments for the manservant—death. In the 
past, Mathieu had gotten away with such deceit, evident in 
how he cajoled Maurice to commit felo-de-se'*, knowing 
full well that this would intensely injure Lautréamont. 
Besides, Mathieu was more of a monster than Maldoror. 
Whilst the vampire killed out of hunger, the manservant, 
in contrast, manipulated Maldoror to kill those who were a 
threat. As Mathieu stood outside his master’s bedroom, 
hand hovering above the door, he thought, Look like an 
innocent flower Mathieu, but be the wasp underneath it.... 

Taking a deep breath, he knocked and waited for 
Maldoror’s reply, which was not forthcoming, so once 
more, he struck the wooden barrier, after which he heard 
the elephantine tread of his master staggering towards him. 

‘Mathieu, is that you?’ 

“Yes, master.’ 

“Why must you always disturb my rest?’ He paused, 


then said with ascending anger, “Come back at sunset....’ 


14 *Suicide.’ 
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“What I must tell you can’t wait,’ said Mathieu with 
feigned urgency that astonished both himself and Maldoror 
in its intensity. Slowly the door opened, and the vampire 
gestured for him to enter. 

‘Over the decades, I’ve served you with undivided 
loyalty.... Even when you threw me over for mortal men... 
I did what you asked of me without question.... Because I 
care what happens to you....’ 

‘Haven’t I always been grateful?’ 

‘Most of the time... but now I’m unsure.... Every 
time you embroil yourself with mortals.... You are blind 
to their danger.’ 

“What are you saying?’ 

‘Are you certain of Christophe’s fidelity?’ 

Maldoror had to deliberate momentarily, weighing 
Christophe’s sincerity on a scale of virtue, before he said 
with confidence, ‘Never more so than now....’ 

‘What if I were to tell you....’ 

“Tell me what?’ 


‘You’ll never believe me....’ 
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‘Stop talking in riddles.... Say what you have to say.’ 

‘Christophe tried to seduce me....’ Lautréamont’s 
Vesuvian violence was about to erupt, evident in his raised 
fists and contorted countenance that darkened to crimson. 
Fearing obliteration like the ill-fated Pompeii and 
Herculaneum, Mathieu had to extinguish Maldoror’s 
molten malice quickly. ‘Of course, I resisted....’ Relieved, 
he watched with smugness as the vampire lowered his fists 
before collapsing onto the bed. ‘Besides, it proves my 
point about mortals....” He comforted the now teary-eyed 
vampire by talking in a soft, hypnotic tone. “They are not 
to be trusted... Let alone give one’s love....’ Mathieu drew 
close, reaching down to kiss the vampire who rebuffed him 
by moving away. ‘Haven’t you forgotten Maurice’s 
madness?’ Maldoror shook his head, allowing the 
mischief-maker to plant more doubt in the vampire’s fertile 
imagination. ‘Christophe may have inherited his father’s 
proclivity for delusion...” he paused, then said with a 
slightly curled upper lip, ‘Not to mention his proclivity for 
hysteria.’ 
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‘Enough, Mathieu!’ Lautréamont’s trembling hand 
pointed at the door. ‘Now leave me.’ 

The puppet master, Mathieu, bowed his head in fake 
supplication, then retreated from the crypt-like room, 
convinced he had successfully pulled (almost stretching to 
breaking point) Maldoror’s emotional cords, where the 
vampire’s mind was marred with disillusionment— 
indecision. Despite that, there remained (in Mathieu’s 
mind) the problem and the danger of Christophe, who, in 
contrast to Lautréamont, was less malleable. Hence, 
Mathieu would resort to magic via a powder (derived from 
a yellow trumpet-shaped flower), which he would trick 
Christophe into believing was snuff: thus, the lad (out of 
curiosity) would inhale. A moment later, the powder’s 
mesmeric effects would render Christophe open to 
suggestion, where the lad would say or do whatever 


Mathieu desired. 
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The sun, in another hour, would close its flaming eye, 
yet before this occurred, Mathieu (ready to pounce) waited 
in the white-walled kitchen (though its walls were now 
stained a golden hue) for Christophe. The manservant’s 
eyes widened with delight when he heard the mouse-like 
squeak of the front door opening, followed by the tread of 
footsteps entering the house, prompting him to say 
imperiously, “Come into the kitchen, Christophe. I wish to 
speak with you.’ 

There was for a moment stillness, then the sound of 
approaching footsteps grew in intensity, followed by 
Christophe entering the kitchen and asking, ‘What is it?’ 

‘Come closer....’ Christophe stood hesitantly beside 
the kitchen door, preparing like a wild horse to bolt. ‘I wish 
to make amends....’ 

“You can when Lautréamont’s awake... Is he still 
asleep?’ Mathieu nodded. ‘Anyway, we must get ready.... 
Henri told me the carriage wheels are fixed.... And the 


fresh horses have been fed and watered....’ 
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‘That’s wonderful...... He noticed Christophe’s 
whitening complexion and how his tense legs (as it seemed 
to Mathieu) were now becoming a jelly of apprehension. 
To disarm him of such concerns, Mathieu said in a soft, 
hypnotic tone, “There’s nothing to fear....” He gestured. 
‘Come a little closer.... Maldoror has given me your 
reward...’ 

Edging nearer, Christophe asked, ‘Reward?’ 

‘For your loyal devotion....’ Mathieu reached into his 
pocket, drawing out a small, gilded box embossed with an 
intricate floral design, then he said in a faint voice, ‘It’s a 
snuff box.... Have you tried snuff?’ Christophe shook his 
head. Mathieu opened the box, dabbing a small amount 
onto his finger, which he pretended to snort. With a smile 
of reassurance, Mathieu put the gilded box on the lad’s 
outstretched hand as he said in a hypnotic tone, ‘Have 


some.... It enlivens the senses.’ 


Christophe hesitated for a moment, after which he 


raised a small amount of the brownish powder to his 
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nostril, then snorted it. At first, nothing happened, but a 
minute later, Christophe’s head spun like a whirligig, 
where he (on his visual periphery) saw a multicoloured 
beacon brighten then dim and Mathieu’s voice saying: 
“You’re a servant to my desires.... You’ ll obey me without 
question.... Do you understand, Christophe?’ The young 
man nodded. ‘When the sun sets, you’ll go to Lautréamont 
and say, “I tried to seduce Mathieu.” Do you understand?’ 
Again Christophe nodded. ‘When I click my fingers, you’ ll 
awake.... You won’t knowingly remember what I said to 
you. However, you'll unwittingly follow my orders 
without question.’ With a click of his finger, Christophe 
awoke, after which Mathieu said in a muffled voice, ‘I told 
you the snuff was enlivening.’ 

The lad smiled as he said, ‘Yes.’ He dabbed another 
small amount onto his finger, readying to snort it. ‘Ill try 
some more....’ Alarmed, he pushed Christophe’s hand 
away, causing the powder to fall like brown snow onto the 


floor. Then Mathieu quickly seized the snuffbox from the 
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young man’s quivering hand. ‘That’s enough for now, 


Christophe....’ 
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As soon as the sun’s flaming eye was extinguished, 
transforming the heavens to a darkening purple, 
Christophe climbed the stairs where he heard the groan of 
the bedroom door opening, followed by Lautréamont 
lumbering towards him. When he saw Christophe (by the 
stairs, with a hand resting casually on the railing), the 
vampire could not help but be affected by the lad’s 
nonchalance. Christophe’s calmness, thought the vampire, 
might show two things: that the lad was innocent 
concerning his alleged seduction of Mathieu, or worse, the 
lad was a great dissembler. Uncertainty swept like an icy 
wave through Maldoror’s consciousness, causing the 


creature to tremble. 
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Lautréamont could not look his lover in the eye. “Did 
you....’ He hesitated, for the stone of sorrow was in his 
throat. “Did you try to seduce Mathieu?’ 

‘What difference will that make, Maldoror?’ 

‘I need to know.’ 

Christophe cocked his head to the side and repeated 
the phrase Mathieu instructed, his voice like an automaton, 
devoid of emotion. ‘I tried to seduce Mathieu.’ 

Maldoror (with a raised fist) dashed towards him, 
preparing to dispatch the unfaithful lover; however, the 
vampire restrained himself, for he saw (with alarm) that 
Christophe emitted an intense queerness, rivalling that of 
the dead Maurice. Fearful of further arousing such 
strangeness, the vampire (in a contrite act) dropped to a 
semi-recumbent position before Christophe. From this low 
point, Lautréamont kissed his brass shoe buckles while 
simultaneously saying, ‘Your honesty has proven worthy 
of my adoration.... As I have forgiven you.... Will you 


forgive me?’ 
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Overwhelmed by his theatrics, Christophe drew the 


vampire up into his arms. ‘Of course, mon chéri.’ 


For the first time, Maldoror’s countenance resembled 
the famed statue of Saint Teresa in Ecstasy’. For, like the 
blessed Carmelite nun, the lad’s touch had removed any 
misgiving Maldoror may have had, sending them 
(bordering on the religious) into ecstasy. In hindsight, this 
rapturous moment was short-lived and (no matter how 
Maldoror desired it to continue indefinitely) could never 
attain the same emotional integrity. Regardless, the 
vampire’s uncertainty was negated, evident in him kissing 
the lad’s rose-petal lips, after which the vampire said in a 


gasp of excitement: 


‘Come, Christophe....’ He grabbed the young man’s 
hand. ‘Let’s go downstairs.... Mathieu awaits our 
return.... He’ll inform us about the repair’s progress.’ The 

'S A baroque statue by Gian Lorenzo Bernini which depicts Teresa of Avila, a Spanish 
Carmelite nun and saint, swooning in religious ecstasy, while an angel holding a spear 


stands over her. 
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mentioning of the manservant’s name caused Christophe’s 
eyes to become glazed over with doleful disdain— 
diminishing their lambency. This alteration, however, did 
not go unnoticed by Maldoror, who said in a drawl, ‘Has 
he wronged you?’ 

‘Mathieu?’ 

‘Yes!’ The lad shook his head, casting his eyes to the 
ground. ‘I don’t believe a word of it.... Christophe, did you 
seduce Mathieu?’ Lautréamont lifted the lad’s face 
towards him. ‘Don’t cry Christophe.... I want the truth.’ 

‘My mind is a whirlpool, warping my memories into 
myriad possibilities.... Perhaps I did... I’m not sure 
Maldoror....’ 

‘Shh, mon ange’®....’ Again, he kissed Christophe, 
which, for a moment, reassured the young man. As they 
slowly descended the stairs, Maldoror said in a whisper, 
‘Say nothing to Mathieu... I’ll try uncovering the truth.’ 

Their approaching footsteps incited Mathieu, who 


previously looked out the kitchen window, to turn around 


'6 French for ‘my angel.’ 
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as they entered, after which the mischief-maker softly 
snickered, ‘Master, the carriage is ready....’ 

‘Parfait'’!’ Lautréamont quickly returned his gaze 
from Mathieu to the lad. ‘Christophe, please leave us for a 
moment.’ 

Worried about the impending verbal storm between 
servant and master, Christophe kissed Maldoror, then 
suddenly said, ‘Yes... P’ll pack my belongings.’ 

Their eyes followed the departing Christophe. The 
vampire vacillated before he, like a tense spring, leapt 
towards Mathieu, grabbing him by the throat. ‘Ill kill you, 
Mathieu, for casting doubt in my mind about the lad.’ 

‘Do what you must....” Maldoror’s palms were 
pressed firmly against Mathieu’s throat. The manservant 
(who did not push away the choker’s hands) could feel his 
windpipe closing, where he gulped and gasped for breath. 
‘I know.... Christophe’s unfaithful...” Mathieu said in 


small, irregular gasps, “He’s insane... like Maurice....’ 


'7 French for ‘Excellent!’ 
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When Mathieu was about to succumb to death’s icy 
touch, Lautréamont released his grip, and the manservant 
collapsed like a sack of coal onto the floor. Both men were 
quiet for a moment. The manservant rose from his 
haunches, dusted himself off and said condescendingly, 
‘Tut-tut, you were once a force to be reckoned with, 
Maldoror....’ Mathieu gazed intently at Lautréamont, who, 
out of discomfort, looked away. ‘The vampire I knew and 
loved would have killed without hesitation.’ He said with 
rising laughter, “Now you’ve become a sentimental fool.... 
Beholden to Christophe....’ 

‘Do you want me to squeeze your throat again, 
Mathieu?’ 

‘I no longer care,’ said Mathieu to the shocked 
vampire, who, by this stage, moved away. ‘Well, you still 
need me.... That’s why you spared my life.’ 

His hands trembled as he said, ‘Ill take your life 


when it suits me.’ 
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‘I know that... But you must be on your guard....’ He 
paused and went on with a rational tone, “Mortals are eviler 
than any vampire....’ 

With widening eyes, Maldoror asked incredulously, 
‘you hate them, Mathieu?’ 

‘Indeed, I do Maldoror.... I loathe them for what they 
do.... Murdering each other for money and power....’ 
Rather than reacting to his words with violence, 
Lautréamont listened intently, for what the manservant 
said was true. Mathieu sensed his _ master’s 
acknowledgment of this, so he added with ascending 
acrimony, ‘Ah, one mustn’t forget, mortals murder for 
love.’ 

‘Stop, Mathieu...... Weakened by Mathieu’s 
frankness, the vampire caught his breath, then implored, 
‘I’ve heard enough.’ 

‘Remember my prophetic words when Christophe 
betrays you....’ They pricked up their ears when they heard 
the lad’s footsteps descending the stairs. “Shh, Maldoror, 


say not a word to the lad.’ 
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Their raging tempest scattered when Christophe (with 
a large canvas knapsack slumped over his shoulders) 
entered the kitchen. The young man, however, sensed what 
had previously transpired between master and servant, for 
he reasoned, it involves me. Instead of asking them (further 
fuelling the pair’s acrimony), Christophe stayed silent. 
Again, the uneasiness like a pot on a stove boiled over, 
evident in the duo exchanging livid looks. So the lad 
(attempting to deescalate the situation) half-smiled and 
said: 

“The world awaits us.’ Christophe seized Maldoror’s 
hand, guiding him towards the door. “Let’s go in peace....’ 
Briefly, the vampire hesitated, uncertain whether he should 
condemn Christophe to everlasting hellfire. Conversely, 
Christophe was, at whatever cost, determined not to stay in 
Colville. He could no longer endure the ennuyé!® existence 
that one (in this provincial world) mistook for society. So 
the lad said seductively, “Where past wrongs are 


forgotten....’ the young man drew Lautréamont’s hand to 


'8 French adjective of ‘bored.’ 
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his lips, kissing it as if it were a prized possession. ‘Where 
they are replaced by future ecstasy.... Only by leaving this 
closed-minded village can we achieve that.... Do you still 
want that, Maldoror?’ Excited, the vampire nodded, and 
Christophe said with an impish grin, “Come, the world 


awaits us.’ 


Mathieu followed a few paces behind them, 
occasionally slowing to study (with envy) the couple’s 
exchange of a smile here and a wink there. Regardless, the 
mischief-maker was fully cognisant of what those 
messages meant: they were the unspoken language 
between lovers. His gaze, like an eagle’s, was focused on 
Christophe, scrupulously studying the contours of the lad’s 
body, where Mathieu swayed like a tree in a storm at the 
thought of sampling his ripe cherry. Oh, how he wished 
someone would cherish him as much as the lad did for 
Lautréamont. Rather than diminishing the tension, 
Christophe’s brazen adulation of the vampire had stirred a 


passionate pining in Mathieu, where he was eager to 
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destroy himself (and Maldoror as well) to gain the young 
man. 

Meanwhile, on the outskirts of Colville, Henri and a 
few village men lay in ambush with sharpened swords to 
despatch Christophe and the outsiders. Oblivious of the 
deadly deception, the trio trudged along the pine-scented 
pathway towards the blacksmith, where they would 
retrieve the repaired carriage. Apart from the thud of their 
footsteps on the paved path, the evening was unwontedly 
quiet. Not even the sound of animals could be heard on that 
moonless night. They saw (illuminated by Vulcan’s forge) 
the carriage, a glistening golden chassis attached to two 
black horses. Gathered around the carriage were an elderly 
blacksmith and his young apprentice, whose face was 
marked by smallpox. Christophe noticed the nervous glint 
in the youth’s eyes. He was about to draw Lautréamont 
aside to confess his misgivings; however, he (eager to 
leave) refrained from telling him. Regardless, Maldoror 
likewise noticed the nervousness of the pox-marked 


apprentice, who seemed to wilt under the intensity of the 
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vampire’s stare. He gestured to Mathieu, who came up to 
him. The vampire whispered in his ear, causing the 
manservant to nod in agreement. 

While Lautréamont distracted the elderly blacksmith 
in small talk (guiding him to the other side of the carriage), 
the panther, Mathieu, slipped behind the pox-marked 
apprentice, wrapped his arm around the youth, guiding him 
inside the forge. Christophe watched in horror as the 
manservant lifted the writhing apprentice by the scruff of 
his neck. He saw them in a heated exchange culminating 
in the manservant picking up a piping hot poker. Its orange 
glow reflected in the watery eyes of the panic-stricken 
apprentice. At that moment, Christophe averted his gaze, 
for he could not stomach the violence enacted before him. 
To Christophe’s relief, there was no piercing scream, 
instead the muffled sobs of the apprentice. Curious, 
Christophe looked back and saw the pox-marked youth 
cowering in the forge’s corner with a rivulet of urine 
moving down his trousers. As the manservant exited the 


forge, he gestured to Maldoror, who, in turn, clasped the 
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old blacksmith’s hand and then said, ‘Merci beaucoup pour 
votre aide, Monsieur le forgeron!”.’ 

‘Vous n’avez vraiment pas besoin la mentionner, 
Monsieur’’,’ said the old man with a toothless grin. 

After Maldoror climbed into the carriage, Mathieu 
whispered in his ear, causing the vampire’s eyes to widen 
with worry. Nonetheless, from the vehicle’s sumptuous 
interior, Maldoror gestured to Christophe to come inside; 
however, the lad (fearing the violence meted out to the 
pox-marked apprentice could also happen to him) 
remained rigidly fixed. At first, the lad’s recalcitrance 
surprised Le Comte; however, this sentiment rapidly 
surrendered to the realisation that the vampire’s sway over 
the young man was weakening. Hence, to preserve his 
dignity, Maldoror warned: ‘Well, er... youll come if you 
loved me.’ What the vampire said next (if you could 
believe it) was something Parisian theatregoers would hear 


in a third-rate melodrama. ‘This is how you repay my love, 


'9 French for ‘Thank you very much for your help, blacksmith.’ 
20 French for ‘You really don’t need to mention it, sir.’ 
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with cruelty.... impudent Christophe....” He waited for 
added effect, then said in an emotional remonstrance. ‘Do 
you wish to kill me?’ Prickling with tears, Christophe 
shook his head. ‘Ah, that’s exactly what you’re doing... 
Remain in this mouldering village whose people hate you 
as much as I adore you....’ He gestured to Mathieu, who 
motioned the horses onwards with a flick of his whip. 
‘Adieu, Christophe....’ 

Notwithstanding the niggling feelings that Christophe 
may have had, the instant the carriage sped off, the flame 
of desire to have Lautréamont and escape Colville’s 
confines melted this indecision. Thus, the young man 
sprinted after the carriage, screaming, ‘Stop! Stop!’ 

This, of course, was (as you have rightly guessed) 
what Lautréamont had anticipated, for he smelt the 
pungent perfume of despair that the lad exuded, sending 
the vampire into a frenzy of rapture. However, to arouse 


the lad’s anxiety further, the carriage continued 3000 pied 
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du roi?! outside of Colville, stopping when Christophe 
collapsed with exhaustion. The vampire leapt from the 
carriage, gathering Christophe in his arms, after which he 
carried him back to the vehicle’s upholstered interior, for 
the young man’s act of supplication by prostrating himself 
before the idol of his veneration, Lautréamont, had proven 
(to the vampire) his worthiness. 

‘All is forgiven...’ Le Comte bent down to kiss the 
spent lad whose semi-recumbent position resembled 
(though clothed) the Barberini Faun’?. The vampire’s eyes 
widened with delight, lingering on Christophe’s muscular 
contours. Again Maldoror kissed him, then said in a 


mesmeric voice, ‘Sleep, mon chéri.’ 
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21 An old unit of measurement used in pre-revolutionary France, which is 
approximately 1 pied du roi to 32.48 cm. Therefore, 3000 pied du roi is about 974.5 metres. 
2 A Hellenistic statue of a naked faun. 
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There was no sound apart from the light rumble of the 
carriage’s wheels. Yet, in that stillness, Maldoror smelt the 
musky odour that mortals oozed before a fight. 

‘Unlucky for them, we already know of their attack,’ 
said the vampire, who licked his lips in anticipation of the 
ferrous-tasting blood he would spill and drink. He 
signalled to Mathieu, who pulled on the horses’ reins. 

With an unsteady hand, Mathieu pointed. ‘Look, 
master!’ 

A luminous orange mist descended from the arena of 
mountains that bordered the road, followed by the clap of 
horses’ hooves down their stony face. 

‘They’re coming, master!’ 

‘Here, take this.” Maldoror handed him a knife. 
‘Protect Christophe...... His eyes sparkled with 
malevolence. ‘While I play with them.’ Lautréamont leapt 
from the carriage. ‘Come closer... that’s it....’ He felt the 
muddy ground shake, triggering his excitement. ‘They’re 


almost here.’ 
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Then the vampire heard the grunts of the charging 
horses whose hooves tore up the earth in a nervous frenzy. 
A minute later, five masked highwaymen with torches and 
drawn swords encircled them. 

A bald man raised his weapon. ‘Hand over your 
gold!’ 

With a devilish grin, Maldoror said, ‘No!’ 

“We have the upper hand....” The bald man jumped 
from his horse, landing feet first with a thud. He swung his 
sword. ‘Otherwise, die...’ 

With lightning speed, the vampire slipped behind 
him, tapping the confused man on the shoulder. ‘That’s no 
way to behave, monsieur....’ Again, he swung his sword, 
which whizzed through the air. This time it slashed 
Maldoror’s hand, causing the vampire to bare his pointed 
teeth. ‘You shouldn’t have done that.’ His eyes 
transformed into brilliant rubies. ‘Now I will kill you,’ he 
gestured, ‘and your conspirators.’ 

The vampire elbowed him, then backflipped over the 


winded man, who dropped like a stone onto the sodden 
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earth. Darkening a deep crimson, the bald man gestured to 
the others, and said in a booming voice, ‘Dismount from 
your horses!’ 

Without warning, the vampire’s shark-like teeth tore 
into the man’s neck. A geyser of thick, warm blood 
erupted, causing the bald man to gurgle, ‘Help me....’ 

Crunch! The vampire snapped the man’s spine. 

Fear coursed through the highwaymen. They felt 
suddenly aware of their impotence against the red-eyed 
Bloofer Man. Two highwaymen (with their tails between 
their legs) galloped back to Colville, leaving the others to 
battle the vampire. 

“You'll pay for killing Henri,’ said the stout man, 
charging towards Maldoror with a raised sword. ‘Prepare 
to die.’ 

Undaunted, Lautréamont sprinted towards him, and 
in a swift movement, the vampire leapt over the stout man, 
knocking him off his horse. 

‘Are you tiring, fatty?’ The man shook his head. 


‘Alas, you won’t last much longer.’ 
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‘Long enough....2 The man ran towards him, 
swinging his sword as he said, ‘to send you to hell, Bloofer 
Man.’ 

However, he was no match for the vampire, who 
slipped behind, sinking his razor-sharp teeth into the man’s 
corpulent neck. Struggling to break free, the man 
surrendered to the vampire’s kiss. 

While the vampire drained his prey, the other 
highwayman snuck up behind Mathieu, who was distracted 
by his master’s bloody actions. 

Wham! The man punched Mathieu, causing the 
manservant to fall from the carriage onto the sodden earth. 

Then the man opened the carriage and saw the 
slumbering Christophe, oblivious to the bloody battle. 
With a murderous glint, the man raised his sword, 
preparing to dispatch the lad, whose eyes jerked open. 

‘Time to die,’ said the man as he swung the deadly 
blade downwards, causing Christophe to move out of the 


way. 
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The lad clenched his fists, and with a Herculean 
punch, he winded the stout man, who tumbled backwards 
onto the muddy ground, unaware of the approaching 
vampire. 

Lautréamont latched onto his leg in a split second, 
dragging the startled man into the darkened forest. What 
followed was a series of punctuated screams, then 
unnerving silence. 

A moment later, Christophe heard the tread of 
footsteps coming towards the carriage, followed by the 
familiar voice of Maldoror saying in a hypnotic tone: 

‘Sleep, mon amour”?.’ 

Maldoror’s words, like a wave, repeatedly washed 
over Christophe’s consciousness, causing the lad’s eyes to 
blink slowly. He slumped into the carriage’s upholstered 
seats, falling into Morpheus’ arms”. 

Meanwhile, one of the carriage horses licked 


Mathieu’s face, triggering him to awaken with a groan. 


23 French for ‘my love.’ 
24 A prepositional phrase which means ‘sleeping’. 
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After that, the manservant, like a newborn, tentatively rose 
to his feet, almost tumbling backwards to the ground, and 
once he regained his balance, was greeted by 
Lautréamont’s leering eyes. 

“Your negligence could have cost Christophe’s life,’ 
said the vampire in a raised voice. 

‘Is he...” Mathieu wiped away the sweat that 
percolated his brow. ‘Is Christophe alright?’ 

‘I rescued him in time...’ Maldoror paused, then said 
in a despondent tone, ‘I hate to think of what could have 
happened to the lad.’ 

‘A thousand apologies, master.” Mathieu paused. ‘I 
was taken unawares.’ 

‘Don’t fail me again, Mathieu,’ warned the vampire, 
who opened the carriage door and entered. 

‘I shan’t, master,’ said the manservant, who scurried 
up into the driver’s seat, then gently flicked his whip to 


motion the horses onwards. 
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Chapter Five 


The tedious journey to Maldoror’s magnificent 
chateau of cream sandstone drew a little closer with each 
successive league. Yet, as Mathieu stared blankly at the 
road, the hungry hyenas of envy devoured his mind, 
leaving behind an unfulfilled desire (beyond his reach) to 
possess Christophe. His hands trembled as he held the reins 
as these sentiments scorched his soul: the manservant 
would rather die than experience them as he did now. 
Regardless, Mathieu entertained these prohibited passions 
(even if it meant his destruction), for it was a price the 
forlorn man would pay to spend (away from the prying 
eyes of Lautréamont) with the young man. Thus the 
mischief-maker, Mathieu, would continue to warp the 
fabric of truth, for the manservant, like Iago in 
Shakespeare’s Venetian play, was jealous of his superior’s 
success in conquering men’s hearts. 

As the morning sun unfurled its golden locks, 


Mathieu continued to brood, causing the carriage to veer 
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towards a chasm skirting the road’s edge. However, the 
sound of rocks giving way caused Mathieu to shriek, 
‘Merde!?>’ He quickly steered the vehicle away from 
danger. 

Maldoror thundered, ‘Mathieu, que diable se passe-t- 
iL??? 

The manservant remained tight-lipped, causing his 
infuriated master to tap loudly within the carriage’s 
darkened interior. Mathieu rolled his eyes when the noise 
became unbearable and then said with condescension, 
“What! 

‘How dare you speak disrespectfully.’ Lautréamont 
rapped his fingers on the carriage’s ceiling, waiting for an 
apology, but when this was not forthcoming, he said in a 
menacing tone, ‘I'll deal with you later!’ 

‘Do what you must, Maldoror,’ said he with 


unwavering calmness. 


25 French for ‘Shit!’ 
26 French for ‘Mathieu, what the hell’s going on? 


128 


Although Mathieu appeared not to care that the 
vampire would later chastise him, the manservant’s 
indifference belied his subservient nature, which had, like 
that of a wild horse’s, been tamed (through threats of 
violence) by Lautréamont. Despite that, the red carnation?’ 
of insurrection grew in Mathieu’s fertile mind, making him 
(each successive year) more resolute. To achieve this, 
Mathieu had, at all costs, to appear in front of the vampire 
docile. Even though Lautréamont prided himself on 
excavating a suppressed emotion, Mathieu often tricked 
the vampire: their many years together had dulled the 
vampire’s observational powers. 

Yet as the manservant held the reins, the possibility 
of being exposed caused his hands to tremble. Oh, how I 
ache for Christophe... Without him, I’m not genuinely 
alive.... meandering life’s prosaic path. With tear-laden 
eyes, Mathieu focused on the road ahead, taking deep 


breaths to calm the tempest of emotions roaring in his 


27 During the first French revolution, the workers and artisans wore red flowers, i.e., 
roses, tulips, poppies, peonies and, of course, carnations. 
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mind. Christophe is the only one who can sate my 
passions.... I once believed Maldoror could.... With his 
coat’s sleeve, the manservant wiped the torrent of tears. 
Oh, how wrong I was.... His eyes returned to the chasm 
bordering the road. Otherwise, I'll fall.... I mustn’t fail... 
Maldoror mustn’t suspect.... the emotional tempest had 
now cleared into a catharsis, allowing Mathieu to regain 
command over his wits. With a glint of malice, he focused 
again on the road, knowing full well J must appear like an 
innocent flower in front of the vampire.... But behind his 


back be a wasp whose treacherous tail will sting him. 


38 28 OK ok 


As the embers of the sun petered out, casting a blood- 
orange hue on the pine-clad mountains that deepened to 
purple and black, the carriage stopped. Mathieu had heard 
the vampire awakening from slumber, ready to admonish 


his impudence. The carriage door groaned like a wounded 
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animal as Lautréamont opened it, followed by a thud as the 
vampire jumped onto the pulp-like ground. In the gloom, 
the vampire’s eyes were fixed on Mathieu, who remained 
(with a bent head) in the driver’s seat. 

‘Mathieu! Come down this instance,’ snapped 
Maldoror, trying to dislodge him from the seat. When this 
failed, the vampire softened his harangue by saying, ‘I 
sometimes don’t understand you....’ 

As Mathieu slowly dismounted, he said with a 
stammer, ‘Well, er... I’m worn out....” The manservant 
paused, lowering his head. ‘I didn’t mean to speak 
brusquely....” Then he shed a few false tears, which 
appeared to pacify the vampire for the time being. ‘Forgive 
me, master....’ 

‘Apology accepted.’ He half-smiled, wrapping an 
arm around Mathieu, who hid his contempt behind a mask 
of artificiality. ‘Now tell me.’ The vampire stopped and 
gazed into the manservant’s eyes, hoping to detect a flicker 
of deception. ‘What was the commotion earlier today?’ 


‘I was distracted....’ 
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‘By what?’ 

“Well, er... nothing in particular.... As I’ve already 
told you... I was tired... The carriage was veering towards 
the road’s edge.... Well, I... er.... stopped the carriage in 
tne ess? 

‘In future, you must curb your tongue...,’ paused 
Maldoror, whose eyes gleamed a reddish tinge, then he 
said with a sinister snicker, ‘Otherwise, I’1l finish you.’ 

‘Do what you must, master,’ said Mathieu with a 
tremor of terror. 

Unexpectedly, the vampire’s ominous words faded 
away, for he was convinced the manservant had learnt 
from his mistakes; for that reason, Lautréamont gestured 
to the carriage. ‘Sleep, my faithful servant....” He kissed 
Mathieu’s colourless cheek, then gently pushed him up 
into the carriage’s enclosed interior. ‘I'll drive till dawn.’ 

While the vampire got into the driver’s seat, 
motioning the horses onwards, Mathieu dropped beside the 
slumbering Christophe whose chest, with each lungful of 


air, rose and fell in slow bursts. From this proximity, 
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Mathieu saw the lad’s closed eyes moving, followed by a 
hand twitching. Christophe must be dreaming. He bent 
down and kissed the sleeping youth, who mouthed the 
words, ‘Maldoror.... | burn for you... Kiss me again.’ 

Overwhelm with a visceral drive, he unbuttoned 
Christophe’s coat, placing his hand on the young man’s 
throbbing heart. Love me, Christophe.... As you would 
Lautréamont. His hand drifted further down, hovering 
above the young man’s swollen sex. Yet, the prospect of 
being caught in flagrante delicto*® caused Mathieu to 
withdraw his quivering hand and recoil to the opposite 
seat, where he anxiously watched Christophe (unaware of 
what had happened) submerging back into slumber. 

For a while, Mathieu’s eyes (unable to look away) 
were focused on the alluring Adonis, yet, with time, 
weariness weighed down on the manservant, causing him 
to plunge into a hedonistic fantasy. In this dreamworld, he 


imagined Christophe, like Venus in Botticelli’s painting, 


28 “Tn the act of committing a misdeed,’ or to be more specific ‘, while performing 
sexual activity.’ 
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was standing naked on a large scallop shell. Driven with 
desire, Mathieu swam towards the incarnation of male 
perfection, but the closer he got, the farther the wind of 
propriety propelled Christophe into the distance. 

Wildly waving his hand, he shrieked, ‘Come back, 
Christophe! Come back to me!’ 

To his horror, Mathieu heard the familiar voice of 
Lautréamont saying, “You can’t have him... Christophe 
belongs to me.’ 

Exhausted, Mathieu slowly slid beneath the waves 
like a ship that had foundered on the jagged rocks of angst. 
Bang! Mathieu shot up in his seat as the carriage door 
swung open. Fully awake, the manservant was cognisant 
of the looming presence of Maldoror, who stood (with a 
look of displeasure) at the door’s entrance. 

“You’ve had enough sleep...’ Maldoror stretched out, 
seized the manservant, and yanked him from the carriage. 
‘It’s almost dawn....’ He paused, then pushed Mathieu up 


into the driver’s seat. ‘Your turn to drive.... We’ll reach 
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the chateau....’ Maldoror scratched his head. ‘I reckon by 
the day’s end.’ 

As his imperious tone dissipated in the pine-scented 
air, the vampire entered the carriage, closing the door 
behind him. Afterwards, he gestured to Mathieu to motion 
the horses onwards. Again, the manservant focused on the 
road ahead, observing the sky’s subtle change of colour 
from black to purple and, in the end, a pale yellow. Once 
the divine Helios”? and his horse-drawn chariot had leapt 
over the eastern mountain range, Mathieu, invigorated by 
its fiery rays, finally felt his hesitancy fade away. 

With a widening smile, Mathieu relished the thought 
of betraying his master: to have Christophe, I must murder 
Maldoror. His eyes sparkled with malevolence each time 
the carriage passed a milestone, for it meant one thing: the 
closer they were to the cream sandstone chateau. Yes, 
that’s it... we’re almost there. Mathieu whipped the horses 


with unbridled eagerness, causing them to groan as they 


29 An ancient Greek god and personification of the sun, who is depicted in art with a 
radiant crown and driving a horse-drawn chariot through the sky. 
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galloped down the sloping road. In the distance, he could 
see the sandstone chateau perched on a hill, a glistening 
monument of ivory gradually colouring to gold in the late 
afternoon sun. 

“We’re almost home, master.’ 

Mathieu heard the vampire reply in a series of taps 
from within the darkened carriage. Energised, the vampire 
kissed Christophe’s rose petal lips, followed by him saying 
in a hypnotic tone: 

“You'll love me, Christophe...’ he kissed the youth 
again, ‘as Maurice did.’ 

With outstretched arms, he dragged the vampire 
closer, wrapping him in their mortal warmness. Elated, 
Maldoror believed death had been conquered, whereby his 
love for Maurice would be rekindled through Christophe. 
Was the vampire deluding himself? Perhaps Lautréamont 
was. However, at that moment, the memory of bygone 
years had an intoxicating effect on him, dulling the pain of 
losing Maurice. The vampire vowed, ‘I won’t make the 


same mistake as I did last time.’ 
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Regardless, Maldoror’s mind fell into a vortex of 
melancholia, causing him (out of desperation) to tighten 
his grip on the lad whom he worried would abandon him. 

“You'll never leave me, Christophe.’ With tear-laden 
eyes, he kissed the youth again, ‘as your father did.’ He 
paused, stroking Christophe’s auburn hair. ‘Ill give you 
what mortals desire.’ Maldoror hesitated, then said faintly, 


‘Everlasting life.’ 
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The lad finally awoke from his preternatural slumber 
when the day surrendered to the night. Opening the 
carriage door, he saw Maldoror and Mathieu standing at 
the head of a flight of stairs, behind which was the 
chateau’s opulent entrance, whose splendour reminded the 
lad of what he had read in fairy tales. 

‘I never dreamt it would be so beautiful,’ said 


Christophe, wiping his eyes in disbelief. With a widening 
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smile, he studied the cream columnar of stone that thrust 
upwards towards the mist-fringed sky. 

With outstretched arms, Lautréamont said in a 
beguiling voice, ‘Come inside, Christophe....’ The 
vampire pointed to the open entrance door from which 
Christophe saw a foyer bedecked with paintings and 
statues, causing the lad to gasp in wonder. ‘All you’ve ever 
dreamt of is contained within these ivory walls.’ The lad 
hesitated. ‘Come, Christophe....” He smiled, disarming 
Christophe, who, unable to resist the accoutrements of 
wealth, climbed the stairs. ‘There’s nothing to fear.’ 

Taking the youth by the hand, Maldoror guided him 
into the foyer, whose polished floor was lined in black- 
and-white marble squares. When Mathieu opened the 
upstairs salon doors, the sweet soft odour of frankincense 
and the heavy scent of myrrh descended like a smoky 
cascade into the foyer. As they stood before Le Brun’s*® 


painting, the vampire, like a proud parent, spoke in a 


30 Charles Le Brun (born 1619—died 1690) was a French painter who was declared by 
Louis XIV as ‘the greatest French artist of all time.’ 
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torrent of panegyrical words, ‘Look, Christophe... See 
how the artist has captured Icarus....” He pointed at 
Icarus’s bare body. ‘It tricks the senses... Where one 
believes the painting is imbued with life.’ 

Imparting his wisdom to the lad overwhelmed 
Lautréamont, who feared (by the lad’s stunned stare) that 
the vampire was wearying him. Hence, he continued 
slower, ‘I apologise for bending your ear.... Well, er... I 
rarely discuss my passions with anyone....’ He lowered his 
voice. ‘Except for Mathieu... Well, er... he doesn’t really 
count... unlike you.’ 

Christophe’s eyes widened with delight at a statue of 
a naked youth standing beside the main staircase. 

‘It’s one of my favourites too,’ said Maldoror with a 
trill of excitement, guiding Christophe towards the statue 
bathed in the orange gleam of candlelight. 

The lad reached out, caressing the cold statue’s skin- 
like smoothness. ‘Who was he, Maldoror?’ 

However, the vampire’s enthusiasm evaporated the 


instant he had to tell Christophe about the tragic fate of the 
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sculpture’s subject: as this magnificent artwork 
commemorated a lover’s death. 

‘Antinoiis*'.’ He hesitated, for a lump gathered in his 
throat. ‘He was Emperor Hadrian’s*” favourite.’ 

“What’s the matter?’ 

‘I couldn’t bear it.’ He looked Christophe straight in 
the face. ‘If I was to lose you as Hadrian did with 
Antinotis.... I shudder to think what I'll do,’ said the 
vampire as despondency covered his face. 

Touched by his vulnerability, Christophe hugged, 
then showered him with kisses. After a pause, they strolled 
arm in arm about the foyer, discussing the other artworks. 

From the upper landing, Mathieu watched the 
twosome, studying them as if they were specimens under 
a microscope, where he hoped to discover more of their 


secrets. As the manservant observed their interplay of 


3! Antinotis (born c. 111—died c. 130) was a homosexual lover of the Roman emperor 
Hadrian, deified by the emperor after his drowning in the river Nile. 

3? Hadrian (born 76 CE-died 138 CE) was a Roman emperor from (117-138 CE), who 
was regarded as the third of the so-called Five Good Emperors. 
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amorous actions, the flame of fury burnt his cheeks, 
causing him to cough to get their attention. 

‘What?’ asked the vampire, looking up at him in a 
wilful, petulant manner. 

‘Aren’t you famished, Christophe?’ Before he could 
speak, Mathieu continued, ‘While you show him around, 
master....” The manservant dashed down the stairs as he 
said in a nervous twitter, ‘Ill ride to the farmer’s and 
purchase some food.’ Before departing, he made a cutting 
comment, ‘you both make a wonderful Orestes and 
Pylades**.’ He glared at Maldoror and then said with a 
snicker, “But will you, master, sacrifice yourself like 
Orestes?’ 

With that verbal rebuke resonating in the capacious 
chamber, the manservant exited. 

‘I don’t like Mathieu,’ the lad murmured, ‘I don’t like 


how he looks at me.’ 


33 Several writers from Roman times onwards have interpreted the relationship 
between Orestes and Pylades as romantic or homoerotic. Orestes’s love for Pylades led to 
him sacrificing himself on the battlefield to save the younger Pylades. 
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After a pause, Lautréamont grabbed his hand, 
directing him up the stairs where they entered the incense- 
infused salon. Half-grinning, the vampire said in a calming 
voice, ‘I’ll play something on the harpsichord to ease your 
mind.’ 

Bewilderment came over Christophe’s countenance. 
‘Can’t you see he’s a threat to us, Maldoror?’ 

‘Bach will ease your worries,’ said the vampire, 
gently pressing the keys. 

‘I don’t take you for a fool.’ 

Maldoror slammed his hands on the keyboard. ‘Look, 
I’ve known Mathieu for many years.... Long enough to 
know that he fears me.... And would never displease me.’ 

Christophe asked in a gush of despair, ‘Are you 
deaf?’ Despite his emotional entreaty, Maldoror resumed 
playing the musical instrument, unwilling to acknowledge 
the truth of what the lad had said. ‘Didn’t you hear how 
Mathieu spoke to you just now?’ 


“What is it you want from me?’ 
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‘Find out his true intentions,’ he murmured, ‘Need I 
say more, Maldoror?’ 

‘All right, I'l investigate it further.’ 

‘Good,’ Christophe said with relief, ‘If you don’t 
mind, Maldoror, I wish to retire.’ 

The vampire rose from his seat and drifted like a blade 
of grass on the wind of introspection towards Christophe; 
taking up the lad’s hand, they walked in silence down the 
long, mirror-like corridor, in whose reflective surface the 
vampire noticed Christophe’s dour countenance. They 
stopped in front of a large door, after which Lautréamont 
turned the latch then said with reassurance: 

‘This is your bedchamber.’ He gestured to the 
adjacent door. ‘By the way, that’s mine.’ He kissed 
Christophe’s rubescent cheeks. ‘If you need anything, 
don’t hesitate to knock.’ 


Later that night, once the dust of acrimony had 
settled, Mathieu entered the salon where he saw 


Lautréamont slumped over the harpsichord, gently tapping 
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its keys. Aware Mathieu was standing a few paces behind 
him, Lautréamont spun around, gesturing the manservant 
to go. Rather than complying with his master’s wishes, 
Mathieu stayed, stretching out his hand to comfort 
Maldoror, who pushed the offending limb away. 

‘Didn’t you notice how Christophe looked at your 
treasures? It was unadulterated avarice.’ Mathieu knelt 
beside Maldoror. “‘He’s only interest is money.... He 
doesn’t love as I do....” Mathieu was inches from kissing 
the vampire. “I need not tell you; he’s mad like Maurice.’ 

Maldoror pushed him away. ‘Enough, Mathieu!’ 


by 


“You’re questioning his loyalty...’ Lautréamont 
looked away. ‘Ah, that’s it, isn’t it.... In the past, you could 
detect deception.... Now you fear you’re losing your 
ability.... Anyhow you’ll kill me for lying....’ 

The vampire raised his fist. ‘If you persist, Mathieu, I 
shall...’ 

“Why would I lie?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ he murmured, ‘but there’s something 


between you and Christophe....’ 
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‘That we’re lovers,’ said Mathieu with roaring 
laughter. 

‘I don’t know.... Christophe told me....’ 

Anger rose in his voice. ‘What?’ 

‘Christophe said that he doesn’t like you.’ 

‘Haven’t you grasped it yet?’ Puzzlement spread like 
a wave over Lautréamont’s face, prompting the 
manservant to explain. ‘Christophe perceives me as a 
threat.’ 

‘Threat?’ 

‘I’m a faithful servant,’ he hesitated, then resumed 
with false sincerity, ‘I’ll do anything to protect you, 
master.’ He waited for Maldoror’s rejoinder, and when this 
was not forthcoming, the manservant continued the 
charade. ‘Even if it means protecting you from yourself.’ 

‘If you want to protect me, stay away from 
Christophe.’ 

‘But master...’ 

Scorm soared in his voice. ‘Stay away...’ Mathieu 


flinched, daring not to provoke the vampire further. ‘Are 
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my words clear enough for you?’ The manservant nodded. 
‘It’ll be dawn soon.’ Lautréamont looked ominously at 
him. ‘However, if I awaken to hear you’ve upset 


Christophe, III finish you.’ 


38 28 OK ok 


As the birds awoke from their slumber, greeting the 
rising sun with their melodious song, Mathieu paced the 
salon, awaiting the calamitous confrontation with 
Christophe. Although Maldoror’s words of warning fed the 
terror in Mathieu’s mind, the manservant was hellbent on 
having Christophe: thus, he foolishly ignored them. 
Christophe’s chastity would never capitulate to the 
battering ram of Mathieu’s carnality. Hence, the 
manservant would resort to occult means once more. For 
within his coat’s pocket was the snuffbox whose contents 
(as you'll recall) had a mesmeric effect on Christophe, 
transforming the lad into the mischief-maker’s plaything. 


To his delight, he heard the tread of Christophe’s 
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approaching footsteps, followed by the salon door 
squeaking as it was pushed open. 

“What are you doing here?’ asked the young man with 
a quiver of apprehension. 

‘I’ve been waiting for you.’ Mathieu slumped on the 
divan, patting it as he continued, ‘Come sit here. I wish to 
have a word with you.’ Like blotting paper, he absorbed 
Mathieu’s magnetic commands. ‘That’s it, Christophe.... 
Come a little closer.’ 

Although he could not resist the modulation of 
Mathieu’s voice, Christophe, against the odds, uttered a 
word of censure as he dropped on the divan. ‘You disgust 


by 


me. 


“You needn’t say such things,’ he murmured, ‘I want 
to be your friend.’ 

The young man said with the bitterest gall, ‘Friend? 
You don’t know the meaning of it.’ 

‘Look what I have, Christophe,’ said the mischief- 


maker, withdrawing the snuffbox from his coat’s pocket. 
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He tried to snatch it away, but Mathieu (knowing this was 
about to occur) prevented him. ‘Ah, you want it. Don’t 
you, Christophe?’ The young man nodded. ‘Here, take it,’ 
said the manservant whose eyes (as he handed over the 
snuffbox) glimmered with abnormal adoration. 

While Christophe snorted it, Mathieu drew close and 
whispered, ‘You’ll do as I say.’ The lad froze. ‘You’ll love 
me as you do for Lautréamont.’ 

Under the influence of the menticidal** powder, 
Christophe discarded his coat. ‘No, not here.’ Mathieu 
grabbed him, steering the lad out of the salon, a virgin 
about to be devoured by the demon of desire. ‘Let’s go to 
your bedchamber.’ 

In that altered state, Christophe saw the manservant 
metamorphose into Maldoror; believing what he saw to be 
an accurate reflection of reality, the young man did not 
resist, and when they entered his bedchamber, he 


wholeheartedly welcomed the mischief-maker’s touch. 


34 An adjective which means ‘brain-washing.’ 
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Opposite the bed hung (as Christophe had previously 
discovered) Karel van Mander’s Garden of Love. Yet this 
artwork (depicting naked couples in an Arcadian setting) 
faded into insignificance (for Christophe) when he saw the 
enchanted manservant undressing. After removing his 
coat, Mathieu opened his waistcoat, twisting each golden 
button with his finger, and then tossing it onto an adjacent 
chair. As he removed his shirt, Christophe studied him, 
noting the black fan of pubic hair below Mathieu’s navel. 
Eager, Christophe unbuttoned the other man’s breeches 
and saw instantly that Mathieu had a big, thick sex. The 
enchanted manservant removed Christophe’s clothes, 
leading him to the bed, where they fell back onto its 
cushioned mattress. Mathieu kissed him just below the 
navel, then slipped a finger inside him. Startled, 
Christophe flinched, but Mathieu said reassuringly, 


‘There’s nothing to fear.... Relax....’ Kissing the nape of 
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his neck. ‘Relax... Surrender to sensuality... Like Caesar 
be my Queen of Bithynia*».’ 

When Mathieu entered him, Christophe clenched his 
mouth, struggling to break free, but after a while, the pain 
decreased, changing into a pleasant, strange sensation. At 
the point of climax, Mathieu practised coitus interruptus”®, 
resulting in an eruption of white seminal fluid onto the 
bed’s linen landscape. With his deflowerment, Christophe 
had changed from the white Lily into the wicked 
Tuberose*’, purging the vestiges of innocence from the 
lad’s soul, for as a vampire desired blood, he wanted a 
man’s touch. Sensing his hunger for pleasure, Mathieu 
bent down, kissing the lad’s throbbing, wet lips, and at that 
moment, the manservant saw the sun’s light diffusing 
through the closed curtains. He knew that the sun would 
set in another hour, and the vampire would awaken. 


Therefore, he quickly dressed, but in haste, a golden button 


35 A mock epithet which refers to an alleged homosexual relationship between Julius 
Caesar and King Nicomedes IV of Bithynia. 

36 To withdraw the penis before ejaculation. 

37 According to John Ingram’s 1887 book, The Language of Flowers, the White Lily 
symbolises purity, whereas the Tuberose symbolises dangerous pleasures. 
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from his coat dislodged, falling like a leave to the 
parquetry floor. Once dressed, the manservant said, 


“You'll forget all that has happened today.’ 


38 28 OK ok 


The clay jar, which contained the world’s ills, was 
shattered, staining the chateau’s cream chambers in a 
crimson of carnality. For a month, Mathieu ravished 
(through a miasma of deception) Christophe. Whenever 
the sun’s flame faded, he would hide behind the silk screen 
in the salon’s corner, watching Maldoror teach the eager 
lad how to play the harpsichord. Mathieu’s heart ached 
each time the lad caressed the keyboard, wishing 
Christophe would (without the aid of the mesmeric 
powder) respond to him willingly. Regardless, the 
manservant was ecstatic that Maldoror was unaware of 


such cuckoldry. 
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...In the candlelit salon, Le Comte de Lautréamont 
circled the harpsichord player, occasionally stopping to 
examine him with his eyes. Such eyes had the power to 
charm, to elicit passions for those (like Christophe) who 
were to gaze into them. While Lautréamont orbited the 
musician, it would be he who could not help but be burnt 
by Christophe’s hazel eyes, generating (unusual for him) 
an emotion of admiration. Yet, the need to whet his 
appetite forced him to quash this feeling. He drew closer, 
watching (with delight) Christophe’s cheeks becoming 
ruddy. The musician’s corporeal scent caused Lautréamont 
to quiver with excitement, with hunger. Gleefully, he 
noticed Christophe’s hands playing the wrong notes, so he 
said, ‘No, you are doing it wrong... Bach should sound like 
this...” Brushing aside the other man’s hands, he caressed 
the keys and then played. 

Christophe was not interested in the music lesson, 
encircling the vampire with his arms. 

‘I want your body....’ While he held Lautréamont, the 


earthquake of longing had spread across the vampire’s 
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body. ‘Come to my bedchamber....’ Christophe seized the 
vampire’s hand. ‘Where we’ ll experience pleasures.’ 

Surprise surfaced on Maldoror’s face, for the vampire 
was excited to be sampling (after having put his desires in 
an emotional corset) the ripe cherry, believing no one had 
tasted it. Mathieu is wrong about Christophe, for the lad 
genuinely loves me. 

When the pair dashed from the salon, the mischief- 
maker extricated himself from behind the silk screen and 
tiptoed down the mirror-liked corridor in whose reflective 
surface showed an expression of anger stamped on the 
servant’s face. Pressing his ear against the door, Mathieu 
heard them making love with such tender passion that 
caused him to retreat to the salon, with warm salty tears 


trickling down his cheeks. 


38 28 OK 38 
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Hours later, Lautréamont returned to the salon alone, 
slumping on the divan, unaware of the mischief-maker’s 
presence. A writer’s words could never adequately 
describe the profound pathos exhibited in the trembling 
vampire. Maldoror buried his face in his hands, sobbing in 
rhythmic bursts, which astounded Mathieu in their 
intensity. The manservant approached the weeping 
creature and dropped beside him, planting a Judas kiss on 
his tear-stained cheek. 

Maldoror fixed his gaze on him. ‘Were you ever 
intimate with Christophe?’ 

“What do you mean by intimate?’ 

‘Did you bed him?’ 

‘No. Christophe hates me.’ Lautréamont looked 
away. ‘Master, listen to me!’ Mathieu tried to seize 
Maldoror’s hand, who pushed him away. ‘Mortals always 
lie. It’s in their nature.’ 

‘Answer me!’ The vampire grabbed him by the scruff 
of the neck. ‘Why was your coat’s button in Christophe’s 


bedchamber?’ 
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‘Well, er... Christophe put them there to cloud your 
mind with doubt... Ask him yourself?’ asked Mathieu with 
a nervous smile. 

‘I can’t.’ He waited for the lump in his throat to clear. 
‘I can’t, Mathieu.’ 

“Why not?’ 

He looked at his shaky hands. ‘My fury killed him.’ 
Instantly, Mathieu’s face drained in its colour. “You’ve 
smothered the flame which burnt brightly in my heart for 
Christophe. I’m as dead as you, master.’ 

However, he was wrong in his estimation of 
Lautréamont, who was experiencing (as the vampire did 
with both Christophe and Maurice) guilt infused with deep 
despair. His heart was once more locked in its prison cell 
that not even Mathieu’s golden key of supplication could 
free him. 

‘Don’t touch me,’ said the vampire as Mathieu tried 
to console him with a kiss. 

‘Kill me, master....’ The manservant dropped to his 


knees. ‘Kill me if it pleases you.’ 
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‘In the past, I would have,’ he murmured, ‘Now I 
know what I must do.... I shall sacrifice myself on the altar 
of penitence.’ 

‘Please kill me, master....’ 

“Why have you now developed a conscience?’ 
Mathieu lowered his gaze. ‘I don’t understand myself... 
I’m an enigma....’ He took the vampire’s hands, placing 
them around his throat. ‘Release your hurt, master....’ 

Maldoror’s hands shook as he tightened his grip, and 
then, just like that, he let go. ‘I want you to suffer a 
lifetime’s regret.’ 

The vampire walked to the salon’s door, daring not to 
look back. He continued down the stairs, pausing for a 
moment to look at the beauteous artworks, then exited the 
chateau through the thicket, separating the foliage like the 
waters of Yam Suph**. Maldoror scurried up an 
embankment from which an avalanche of stony tears fell. 
The sun’s aureole rays appeared like a phoenix from 


behind the trees, casting upon the ground its mottled light. 


38 Referred to in Exodus as the ‘Red Sea.’ 
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The sun’s light lashed Lautréamont, scorching his skin 
with blisters. The smell of burning hair wafted in the air. 
His skin... His skin was itching. The pain... he could not 
bear it. His mouth twitched in agony as tears flooded his 
face, stinging the many abscesses. 

With his dying breath, Maldoror said, ‘Life is an 


unanswered question for which death provides an answer.’ 


Finis 
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